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INTRODUCTION 


By any estimate Christopher Pearse Cranch 
must be ranked as one of the five major American 
Transcendentalist poets. Although he lacked the 
profundity and originality of Emerson, and al- 
though he never achieved the brilliant insights of 
Thoreau, at his best he approaches their more sig- 
nificant productions in poetry; in his ordinary ef- 
forts he is at least equal to Channing and Very. 
Most histories of American literature give Cranch 
only brief attention, and many assign him the pej- 
orative label of “dilettante.” Certainly Cranch was 
a lover of the arts, and certainly he had diverse 
talents. One of the few transcendentalists who pos- 
sessed a keen sense of humor, he brilliantly carica- 
tured some of Emerson’s ludicrous expressions. Per- 
haps this aspect of his character has affected later 
judgments of his work, but it is a gross misrepre- 
sentation to consider him a mere dabbler because 
of his lighter moods. The profession of art was a 
serious matter for Cranch; for almost a half century 
he labored to achieve success in poetry and painting. 
Public accolades were few, but he lived to see three 
collections of his poetry published and his paintings 
placed in some of the better galleries and exhibitions 
in New York and Paris. 

The youngest son of thirteen children, Cranch 
was born on March 8, 1813, in what is now Alex- 
andria, Virginia. His family came from New Eng- 
land, and his father, William, was a lay Unitarian 
preacher and a Harvard classmate of John Quincy 
Adams. Appointed in 1805 by Thomas Jefferson as 
Chief Justice of the United States Circuit Court of 
the District of Columbia, the elder Cranch served 
in that post for over fifty years. Cranch’s mother, 
Anna Greenleaf, was a niece to Abigail Adams, and 

vii 


viii 


Joseph M. DeFalco 


his aunt Rebecca Greenleaf was married to Noah 
Webster. A complete genealogy of the Cranch fam- 
ily would yield the names of some of the leading 
lights of the spiritual and intellectual life of New 
England and the nation in the nineteenth century. 
Perhaps the outstanding issue from this lineage in 
the twentieth century is T. S. Eliot, a grandnephew 
of Christopher Cranch. 

Cranch entered Columbian College (now George 
Washington University) in 1829, and three years 
later at age nineteen was graduated. The following 
year he entered the strongly Unitarian-oriented 
Harvard Divinity School. Among his classmates 
and friends who later achieved prominence in vari- 
ous fìelds were Theodore Parker, Samuel Osgood, 
and John Sullivan Dwight. Cranch spent the first 
years after graduation from the Divinity School 
traveling from place to place as a substitute for es- 
tablished Unitarian ministers and as an organizer 
for the American Unitarian Association. He 
preached in various New England communities; in 
Richmond, Virginia; Washington, D.C.; and in 1836 
he went west to St. Louis, Cincinnati, Peoria, and 
Louisville. In Louisville he occupied the pulpit of 
James Freeman Clarke and assumed the temporary 
editorship of The Western Messenger. Under Clarke 
the Messenger had become the voice of liberal Uni- 
tarianism in the West. CranclTs own views har- 
monized with those of Clarke; over the next three 
years he was called upon several times to guide the 
Messenger in place of Clarke. During his associa- 
tion with the Messenger Cranch contributed a va- 
riety of prose pieces and several dozen poems. Even 
after he returned to the East and Channing became 
the editor of the Messenger, Cranch continued to 
submit items for publication. He was writing other 
kinds of poetry at the time, but most of his Mes- 


INTRODUCTION 


IX 


senger poems are conventionally religious in charac- 
ter. Few of them reveal the imaginative range that 
he displays in his better transcendental poetry, and 
none of them suggests that he was turning away 
from orthodox Unitarianism, In the January, 1841, 
issue, however, he published an essay in defense of 
transcendentalism; this public expression fairly 
marks his private turn away from Unitarianism. 

Cranch’s credentials as a transcendental poet 
were validated by no less an authority than Emer- 
son. He sent two of Cranch’s poems to Margaret 
Fuller for publication in the first issue of The Dial 
(July 1 , 1840), and later that summer he entertained 
Cranch at Concord. In the fall he sent several more 
poems by Cranch to The Dial. With this auspicious 
beginning Cranch became an acknowledged member 
of the transcendental fraternity. He was the chief 
contributor of poetry in the first two volumes of The 
Dial, outstripping many of his better-known col- 
leagues in number of contributions. 

Cranch’s transcendental education began some 
time before his initial appearance in The Dial. He 
had already read and avidly assimilated the ideas he 
found in Emerson’s Nature (1836), and he attended 
a course of lectures given by Emerson in Boston. He 
was equally impressed with the views he found in 
Carlyle’s Sartor Resartus. In a letter written to 
a correspondent early in 1840 he ranks Emerson 
along with Carlyle and “other stars of the age.” At 
the same time he was no naive follower of such 
“stars.” He notes in the same letter that Emerson’s 
views were not popular and were considered “hereti- 
cal by most persons, and by as many, downright 
atheism, mysticism, or perhaps nonsense.” Cranch 
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was too deeply committed to allow public opinion to 
sway him from his idealistic course; eventually his 
persistence cost him his pulpit and his confidence in 
his ability to find a suitable profession. 

The transition from liberal Unitarian to trans- 
cendentalist was not an easy one for Cranch; there 
is evidence that he underwent a personal crisis be- 
fore he effected the change. In a letter written to 
his father around the time that his poems were to 
appear in the first issue of The Dial, Cranch is de- 
cidedly defensive in his response to his father’s con- 
cern that he had succumbed to the blandishments 
of the “Transcendental sentiments of the German 
Theologists.” He reassures his conservative parent 
that the views of the “New School” are not far re- 
moved from the true spirit of Unitarian Christi- 
anity, and he goes on to divorce Emerson’s doctrines 
from those of Kant and Fichte. Whether Emerson 
would have concurred with this line of defense is 
open to question, but there is no inconsistency with 
sound Emersonian doctrine in Cranch’s plea for a 
break from the “old theology of the early Unitar- 
ians” and for adherence to a strong individualism. 
His summary is worthy of the master himself: 
“What my intellect receives must accord with the 
blessed revelation to my heart and conscience.” His 
father’s response is not recorded; he would have 
been a most obtuse jurist not to have detected the 
advance stages of a new idealism that was to lead 
his youngest son far from his own orthodox views of 
Unitarianism. 

By early 1841, when he was preaching at the 
church of Frederic Henry Hedge, the founder of the 
Transcendental Club, Cranch began to suffer from 
some sort of mental depression. He characterized 
his difficulty as “trouble in my head and brain,” and 
it lasted for several years. It seems beyond coinci- 
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dence that his “trouble” arose when he began to see 
that he could not espouse Emersonian views and at 
the same time preach from a Unitarian pulpit. The 
news that John Sullivan Dwight, his close friend, 
had been forced to resign from his church because 
of his liberal views must have confìrmed many of 
his own fears and underlined the need to seek a pro- 
fession in which he could make a living and not 
compromise his ideals. Although he was a steady 
contributor to The Dial, poetry offered little hope in 
terms of compensation. His only alternative was 
painting. He had enjoyed painting and drawing 
since childhood; his talent delighted his friends on 
many occasions. His decision to become a serious 
painter terminates his commitment to the ministry 
and begins a search for recognition in the arts that 
lasted to the end of his life. 

Much of Cranch’s gloom and anxiety over his 
future was dispelled in the fall of 1841, when he met 
Elizabeth DeWindt, the woman he married. She 
was a cousin of Cranch’s and the great-granddaugh- 
ter of John Adams. Her family home was at Fish- 
kill Landing on the Hudson River, where during the 
courtship and for many years after their marriage 
Cranch painted and sketched. Some of Cranch’s 
better landscapes in the manner of the Hudson River 
School of painting derive from the subjects he found 
there. By the time he married in 1843, Cranch al- 
ready was devoting most of his energy to painting. 
His career as a poet continued; he published in a few 
well-known magazines and in several gift annuals 
during these years. 

The major event of Cranch’s career as poet 
after leaving the ministry occurred in 1842, when 
Rufus Griswold selected his work for inclusion in 
The Poets and Poetry of America. Cranch had not 
yet published his fìrst volume of poetry, but his in- 
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clusion in the anthology placed him among the es- 
tablished poets of his day. The young Cranch must 
have been elated over his appearance in the famous 
anthology; if the event seemed to foretoken a wide 
reputation as a major poet, it misfìred. Years later 
the older and sometimes melancholy Cranch of The 
Bird and the Bell looked back upon the anthology 
somewhat ruefully in “The American Pantheon.” 
Thinking of his own fate, no doubt, he labels those 
whom fame has passed by as “Dii minores of a voice- 
less past.” 

Poems, Cranch’s fìrst volume of collected poems, 
appeared in May, 1844, two years after Griswold’s 
anthology. He dedicated the work to Emerson, but 
the poems within the volume better attest his re- 
gard. With the exception of “The True in Dreams,” 
all of the Dial poems are included. Most of the 
other pieces are of the same order: strong lyrical 
expressions of the transcendental spirit. The highly 
Emersonian “Enosis” appears, and so does “Cor- 
respondences,” an almost direct poetical translation 
of Emerson’s doctrine of that name. The brilliance 
of the transcendental pieces made little impression 
on the public; the volume failed to advance Cranch’s 
reputation as a poet. There is no question that the 
poems are of mixed quality, for they range from the 
Dial poems to the juvenile “College Lyfe.” A re- 
viewer for Graham’s, who treated Cranch rather 
gently, summarized his view of the weakness of the 
volume as “lack of nerve, the absence of that power 
and knowledge which are conferred by the rough 
discipline of the world, the want of true depth and 
intensity.” 

The Graham’s reviewer was writing about the 
productions of a youthful Cranch; by the time an- 
other collection appeared, the tone and content had 


INTRODUCTION 


xiii 


shifted considerably. The occasion of the change is 
not difficult to surmise. Two years after Poems ap- 
peared, Cranch decided to move to Europe to further 
his career as a painter. He well knew that the idio- 
syncracies of the artistic marketplace were such that 
an American artist painting in Europe increased his 
opportunities for sales and enhanced his possibilities 
of gaining recognition. Practical necessity thus dic- 
tated the move, but Cranch derived a maturity from 
the European experience that evidences itself quite 
unexpectedly in the poems of this period. Freed 
from the rather narrow provincialism of New Eng- 
land transcendental influences, Cranch’s poetry ex- 
hibits a wider range of creativity and maturity than 
would seem possible from his earlier efforts. 

Cranch’s “expatriate” years on this fìrst trip to 
Europe were spent mainly in Italy. The first years 
were passed in Rome; the last year was broken up 
into shorter stays in Naples, Sorrento, and Florence. 
These years reflect a diminished production of 
poetry and a commensurate increase in painting. 
One cannot examine the poetry written during the 
Italian years without concluding that the effort ex- 
pended for the one profited the other. Whatever 
else it did for him, the experience Cranch gained in 
Italy gave him some of that worldly discipline rec- 
ommended by the Graham’s reviewer. His focus 
and subject matter in poetry shifted to a broader, 
more comprehensive and humanistic emphasis upon 
man and the subjection of mankind to social and po- 
litical forces. He had given some attention to these 
matters in America, as evidenced in his “Sonnet on 
the Mexican War,” published in The Harbinger not 
long before he sailed for Europe, but Italy, with its 
Roman Church and the political oppression of its 
people, gave him an objective context in which to 
view the suppression of the human spirit. As the 
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later “The Bird and the BelF’ demonstrates, his re- 
sponse was at once critical and direct. 

During the three years that Cranch lived in 
Italy, he furthered his artistic education by touring 
all of the major galleries, meeting and talking with 
the many practicing painters and sculptors who 
lived there, and by generally absorbing the aesthetic 
atmosphere of the country. Many enduring per- 
sonal and professional relationships were establish- 
ed on this trip. George William Curtis accom- 
panied the Cranch family on the voyage to Europe, 
and a friendship that began at Brook Farm crystal- 
ized into an association that lasted until Cranch’s 
death. After Curtis became a distinguished essay- 
ist and editor of Harper’s Weekly and Harper’s 
Magazine, he was able to assist Cranch profession- 
ally on a number of occasions. Cranch’s friend, 
William Wetmore Story, was already in Europe, and 
they maintained their close relationship. Among 
those with whom Cranch associated were Hiram 
Powers and Horatio Greenough, both noted Ameri- 
can sculptors of their day. Margaret Fuller visited, 
and through her the Cranches met the Robert 
Brownings. While living in Florence, the Cranches 
visited at Casa Guidi several times; Browning 
dropped in at Cranch’s studio at times. Browning 
and Cranch shared mutual interests in music and 
painting; Cranch was impressed with Browning’s 
poetical accomplishments. Some of Cranch’s later 
poetry reflects the Browning influence; from letters 
we know that the Brownings read and offered advice 
on revision of Cranch’s “The Bird and the Bell.” 
Cranch recorded many of his feelings about Brown- 
ing in his Memorial to Robert Browning (1890). 

In the spring of 1849, the Cranches returned to 
America. They remained until 1853, when once 
again practical necessity drove them back to Europe. 
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Cranch had sold some paintings while living in 
Italy, and he sold a few more during this American 
interlude. His sales were always disappointing; 
they rarely provided him and his family with more 
than a marginal existence. Some financial assist- 
ance was provided by his family and that of his 
wife, but this was never enough to give the Cranches 
a sense of financial security. Cranch’s publication 
of poetry during this interval was slight; all but a 
few of those pieces that he did place were published 
by his friend, John Sullivan Dwight, in Dwight’s 
Journal of Music. Cranch seems to have had little 
regard for these poems, for he did not collect them 
in his later volumes. Longfellow, however, felt that 
several of the Italian pieces were of sufficient merit 
to include them in his Poems of Places (1877). 

When the Cranches returned to Europe, they es- 
tablished themselves in Paris. This time they re- 
mained for ten years. Once again Cranch set about 
painting and sketching in earnest, touring galleries, 
and making new acquaintances and renewing old 
ones. He saw Browning again, but that relationship 
was never to prove any more rewarding than it al- 
ready had. Of more lasting importance was the 
friendship that began in these years with James 
Russell Lowell. On one memorable occasion Cranch, 
Lowell, and Story were invited to dine with William 
Makepeace Thackeray at the Garrick Club in Lon- 
don. After dinner Thackeray read to them from 
the last installment of “The Newcomes.” The in- 
cident left a lasting impression on Cranch, who re- 
corded it in some detail in his “Autobiography.” 

The London excursion was one of several that 
took Cranch away from Paris. Visits to Barbizon, 
Switzerland, and to Rome were undertaken in order 
to seek out fresh subjects for his painting. But 
even the Forest of Fontainbleu, where the Barbi- 
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zon School of painting was being spawned, failed to 
provide him with that elusive ingredient that would 
have made him an important landscape painter of 
his time. Many of the scenes that he painted pro- 
vided him with subjects for his poetical composi- 
tions. The poems in the later collections recall some 
of these experiences in terms as vivid as any paint- 
ing he might have composed. 

When Cranch returned to America in 1863, the 
country was in the midst of the Civil War. A staunch 
supporter of the Northern cause, Cranch registered 
in his poetry his intense reaction to the war and to 
Lincoln’s death. Some of his war poems were pub- 
lished in contemporary periodicals; these and others 
were brought together under the title “Poems of the 
War” in The Bird and the Bell. Cranch continued 
to paint in the years after the war, but by the mid- 
seventies he had all but given over serious painting 
in favor of poetry and prose writing. 

In 1872 Cranch published his highly successful 
translation in blank verse of Virgil’s Aeneid. The 
work appeared in the prestigious series of transla- 
tions published by James R. Osgood. Included in 
the series were such landmarks of American scholar- 
ship as Longfellow’s translation of Dante’s Divine 
Comedy and Bryant’s translations of the Iliad and 
the Odyssey. Cranch was an adept translator; in 
addition to Latin he translated a number of poems 
from German and French. Some of his translations 
remain unpublished. As successful as his Aeneid 
was, publishers still remained tuned to the contem- 
porary market. Included in the unpublished ma- 
terial are translations of Virgil’s Georgics and his 
Eclogues. 

One of Cranch’s more remarkable poems, Satan: 
A Libretto, appeared in 1874 as a separate work. 
Although it failed to attract much notice, Cranch 
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thought so highly of it that he revised it and in- 
cluded it under the new title of “Ormuzd and Ahri- 
man” in his fìnal collection, Ariel and Calìban. 
Taken from the Zoroastrian designations of the con- 
tending forces in the universe, the new title is a 
better indicator of the major premise of the work. 
Both versions announce the old Emersonian doctrine 
of the essentially privative nature of evil. Cranch’s 
reconstruction of the transcendental non-dual uni- 
verse this late in the century seems anachronistic, 
but much of the charm of Cranch’s poetry is his 
perennial optimism. Although his impatience with 
social inequities and his bitterness in the war poems 
offset the optimism to a degree, his belief in a final 
transcendental reconcilement never wavered. 

Some of the poems that Cranch included in The 
Bird and the Bell (1875) had appeared as early as 
1852; the majority represent the work published 
and written in the years just prior to 1875. Many 
of these later pieces appeared in The Atlantic, The 
Independent, and Dwight’s Journal of Music. The 
critical reception of Cranch’s work in these years 
could not be called enthusiastic, but he did enjoy a 
reputation of suffìcient stature to allow him to place 
his work with relative ease. 

In 1880 Cranch left his Cambridge, Massachu- 
setts, home, where he had lived since 1873, and set 
out on what was to be his final visit to Europe. This 
time he toured for two years in England, France, 
and Italy. The primary purpose of the trip was to 
give his daughter Caroline an opportunity to study 
the paintings of the European masters. Because 
she was well on her way to becoming a first-rate 
portrait artist, Cranch felt that she needed to free 
herself from purely American and contemporary in- 
fluences in order to complete her art education. For 
the sixty-seven year old Cranch, though, Europe 
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held few surprises. His letters suggest that he re- 
tained his enthusiasm for continental life and that 
his appreciation of art remained keen; still, unlike 
his earlier visits this time there were no new views 
to gain and no fresh subjects to stimulate his imagi- 
nation. 

Ariel and Caliban (1887), the last collection of 
Cranch’s career, brought together many of the 
poems that Cranch published in various periodicals 
over the twelve years since The Bird and the Bell. 
Although the poems are the products of his later 
years, in many ways the subjects and moods are 
reminiscent of his youthful fìrst collection. The 
craftsman has matured considerably; if this last col- 
lection contains no brilliant or imaginative out- 
bursts, it nonetheless reveals some of the best ex- 
amples of Cranch’s mastery of the techniques of 
poetry. The overall temper of the collection is phil- 
osophical, exhibiting in the individual pieces an air 
of objectivity acquired from long experience. The 
vigorous social criticism of The Bird and the Bell is 
here melioristic, and, as the title poem and the con- 
cluding “Orhmuzd and Ahriman” reveal, Cranch’s 
fìnal views are conciliatory and optimistic. 

Cranch died on January 20, 1892. His career 
was decidedly uneven, although he never gave up 
the quest for recognition in the arts. George Wil- 
liam Curtis, who paid his friend a fìnal tribute in 
his “Easy Chair” column of Harper's Magazine, in 
his summation of Cranch’s career suggests the irony 
implicit in the life of a man who was near-brilliant 
and many-talented but who remained, essentially, a 
failed artist: “He was, indeed, an artist in various 
kinds. The diamond which the good genius brought 
to his cradle, it broke in many parts.” 
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I have attempted to include in this volume every 
published poem by Cranch. His three volumes are 
reproduced in facsimile with the original pagination 
and a superimposed pagination in larger type that 
corresponds to my contents and indices. The un- 
collected poems that follow are placed in chronologi- 
cal order of publication, and they are reproduced in 
facsimile. 

It was Cranch’s practice to revise some of his 
poems and reprint them in another plaee—often 
changing the title. In these instances I have had to 
make editorial judgments. In compiling this vol- 
ume,J acquired copies of every poem I could locate 
that Cranch had published outside of his collected 
editions. These items were collated in every case 
with each individual poem in the three collections. 
The principle used throughout was that if an item 
was substantially the same as the one appearing in 
the collection, it was not reprinted as an uncollected 
poem. This is not a variorum edition because it was 
impossible to indicate the variant readings. Schol- 
ars who wish to pursue such matters are directed to 
the single, most credible source of bibliographical 
information on Cranch: Frederick DeWolfe Miller’s 
unpublished dissertation, “Christopher Pearse 
Cranch: New England Transcendentalist ,, (Univer- 
sity of Virginia, 1942). Miller’s study is the most 
complete source of biographical and critical materi- 
als as well. The only other sources in book form are 
Miller’s Christopher Pearse Cranch and His Carica- 
tures of New England Transcendentalism (Cam- 
bridge, Massachusetts, 1951) and Leonora Cranch 
Scott’s The Life and Letters of Christopher Pearse 
Cranch (Boston and New York, 1917, and New 
York, 1969). 

I wish to record my gratitude to the many indi- 
viduals who assisted me in the long and sometimes 
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tedious tasks involved in compiling a volume of this 
kind; in particular, to Miss Betty Devine and Rever- 
end John Talmage of the Marquette University Li- 
brary; to the clerical assistants provided by the 
Marquette University Department of English who 
took a personal interest in the project; to Harry R. 
Warfel, General Editor of Scholars > Facsimilies and 
Reprints, to whom I owe a special debt of gratitude 
that goes beyond the patience he exhibited and the 
guidance he provided me in the preparation of this 
volume; and, fìnally, to my wife who is always in 
sympathy with my efforts. 

Joseph M. DeFalco 

Marquette University 
Milwaukee, Wisconsin 
June, 1971 


TIIE 


BIRD AND THE BELL, 

wrrn 

OTHER POEMS. 


THE 


iENEID OF YIRGIL. 

TMHSLiTED BT 0. P. CRAMOE 

Uniform with Lcngfellow’s Dante, BuTAirr’s 
Homer, and Taylor’s Faust. $5.00. 

—*— 

<c We do not hesitate to give tbe preference to Mr. 
Cranch’s version over any translation of tbe iEoeid witfi 
whicb we are acquainted. His work is not only a splen- 
did memorial of bis own genius, but a wortby representa- 
tion of tbe immortal Roman bard.” — New Tork Tribune. 


JAMES R. 0SG00D & CO., Publishers. 










THB 


BIRD AND THE BELL 

WITE 


OTHER POEMS. 

\ 

BY 


CHRISTOPHER PEARSE CRANCH. 



BOSTON: 

JAMES R. OSGOOD AND COMPANY, 

Late Ticknor & Fields, and Fields, Osgood, & Co. 

1875. 






COPYRIGHT, 1875. 

By JAMES R. OSGOOD & CO. 


University Press: Welch, Bicelow, & Co., 
Cambridge. 


E 


As one who in some cellar crypt lias kept 
His wines of many an autunm vintage, pressed 
From wildwood grapes, or vineyard fields that slept 
On sunny hillsides, by his own hand dressed; 

And calls his neighbors in to taste and share 
His store; yet overvaluing, perchance, 

Wliat seemed to keep for him a flavor rare 
Which love miglit prize when critics frown askance: 
So to my board I bid my friends, and ope 
The hoarded flasks of many a varying year, — 

The verse from lonely dells of dreamland won, 

Or by sweet toiling on the suu-flecked slope 
Of life, ere yet my summer leaves were sere 
In lengthening shadows of the sinking sun. 
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THE BIRD AND THE BELL, 

WITH 

OTHER POEMS. 


IHE reader will find in this poem allnsions to events which have 
passed in Italy, — flucnt when the lines were written, but now 
crystallized into history, — and prophccies, some of which have 
come, or are coming true, while others have heen fulfillcd otherwise 
than was foreboded. These passages of the poem may therefore 
lose somewhat of the flavor they might have had if read at that 
pcriod. The rapid and wonderful scene-shifting, too, that has goue 
on in the great European theatre of Church and State may have the 
effect of dimming their freshness somewhat. But the thoughts and 
principles here embodied can never cease to interest all who care 
l'or liberty of thought and speech, and will maintain a supreme im- 
portance so long as the Romish Church holds to its assumptions iu 
the face of the nineteenth century. 

If much of the language in these verses apostrophizing this 
mighty organization seems too unqualified and denunciatory, it will 
he seen that I have endeavored to give praise also where I felt it 
to be due. But the poem was written in Catholic Europe, where I 
was daily imprcssed with characteristics which stood out more haldly 
piominent than any which come to our notice in America. 


THE BIRD AND THE BELL 


i. 

*T WAS earliest morning in tlie earlv spring, 

In Florence. Winter, dark and damp and cliill, 
Had yielded to tlie fruit-trees’ blossomiug, 

Though sullen rains swept from the mountains stilL 
The tender green scarce seemed to have a 'WÌU 
To peep above the sod and greet tbe sky, — 

Like an o’er-timid child who dreads a stranger’s eye. 


II. 

The city slurabered in the dawning day; — 

Old towers and domes and roof-tiles looming dim, 
Bridges and narrow streets and cloisters gray, 

And sculptured churches, where the Latin hymu 
By lamplight caUed to mass. As o’er a limb 
The spells of witclicraft strong but noiseless faU, 
The shadows of the Past reigned sileut over aU. 

1 A 
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ra. 

Waldng from sleep, I heard, but kuew not wbere, 

A bird, tbat sang alone its early song. 

The quick, clear warble leaping tbrougb tbc air, — 
Tlie voice of spring, tbat all tbe winter long 
Had slept, — now burst in melodies as strong 
And tremulous as Love’s first pure deligbt; — 

I couM not cboose but bless a song so warm and briglit. 


IV. 

Sweet bird! tbe fresb, clear sprinkle of tby voice 
Came quickening all tbe springs of trust and love. 
Wliat beart could bear sucb joy, and not rejoice ? 
Tbou blitbe remembrancer of field and grove, 
Hropping thy fairy flute-notes firom above, 

Fresb message from the Beauty Infinite 
That clasps the world around and fills it witb deligbt! 


v. 

It bore me to tbe breeze-swept banks of bloom, 

To trees and falling waters, and tbe rusb 
Of south-winds sifting tbrougb tlie pine-grove’s gloom 
Home-gardens filled witb roses, and tbe gusb 
Of insect-trills in grass and roadside busb; 

And applc-orcbards flusbed witb blossoms sweet; 

And all that makcs tl\e round of nature most complcle. 
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vi. 

It sang of frecdom, dimmed by no alloyj 
Peace, unpossessed upon our troubled spbere; 

Some long Àrcadian day of love and joy f 
Unsoiled by fogs of superstitious fear; 

A world of noble beings bora to dieer 
Tlie wilderness of life, and prove tbe fact 
Of bumàn grandeur in eacli tbougbt and word and act. 


vn. 

Wliat was it jarred the vision and tbe spell, 

And brougbt the reflux of tbe day and place? 
Atliwart tbe bird’s song clanged a brazen belL 
Nature’s improvisations could not face 
That doraineering voice; and in tbe race 
Of rival tongues the Bell outrang the Bird, — 

The swinging, clamoring brass wbicb all tbe city hearcL 


vin. 

Santa Maria Novella’s Cburch, hard by, 

Calling its worshippers to morning prayer, 

Prom its old Campanile lifìed higb 
In the dull dampness of the clouded air, 

Poured out its monotones, and did not spare 
Its ringing slioeks of unreniitting sound, 

Thatsoonmy warbler’s notes wereswcpt away and drowned. 
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IX. 

Down from tlie time-stained belfry clanged the hcll, 
Joined in a moment hy a hundred more. 

Had I not lieard the bird, I might have well 
Ploated on tliat sonorous flood that hore 
Away all living voices, as with roar 
Of deep vihrations, grand, monastic, hold, 

Through street and stately square the metal music rollcd. 


x. 

Oft have I listened in tlie dead of niglit, 

When all those towers like chanting priests liave praycd; 
And the weird tones seemed tangled in the lieight 
Of palaces, — as tkough all Plorence made 
One great ghost-organ, and the pipes that played 
Were the dark channeUed streets, pouring along 
In beats and muffled swells the deep resounding song. 


XI. 

So now the incecsant peal filled all the air, 

And the sweet hird-voice, utterly forced away, 

Ceased. And it seemed as if some spirit fair 
Were hurled into ohlivion; and the day 
Grew suddenly more darkly, grimly gray, 

Like a vast mort-cloth strctclied from soutli to north, 
Wkile that tyrannic voice still rang its mandates forth. 
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XII. 

And so I mused upon the things that were, 

And those that should be, or that might have been 
And felt a life and freedom in the air, 

And in the sprouting of the early green, 

I could not match with man, who builds his screen 
Darkening the sun, and in his own light stands, 
And casts the shadow of himself along the lands. 

XIII. 

For him who haunts the temples of the Past, 

And shapes his fond ideals by its rules; 

Whose creed, whose labors, are but thoughts recast 
In wom and shrunken moulds of antique schools, - 
Copies of copies, wrought with others’ tools ; 

For whom law stands for justice, Church for Grod, 
Symbol for fact, for right divine the tyrant’s rod; — 

xrv. 

"Wko fears to utter what his reason bids, 

Unless it wears the colors of a sect; 

Who hardly dares to lift his heavy lids, 

And greet the coming Day with head erect, 

But apes eacli general posture and defect 
Entailed by time, — alert in others* tracks, 

Like owls that build in some time-mantled min’s cracks 
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XV. 

For liim yon clanging iBcll a symbol bcars, 

That dcadcns cvcry natural voicc of spring. 
Fittcr for hira the croaking cliant, the praycrs, 
The torch, the cross, tbc ccnser’s golden swing. 
The organ-fugue, — a prisoned eagle’s wing 
Bcating the frcscoed doine, — the empty feast 
Wlicre at his tinselled altar stands the gay-robed 

XVI. 

0 raighty Church! who, old, but still adorned 
Witli jewels of thy youth, — a wrinhled bride 
Àffianced to the blind, — so long hast scorned 
The rising of thc inevitable tide 
Tliat swells and surges up against thy pride, — 
Thou, less thc artist’s tlian the tyrant’s nurse, 
Blight of philosopliy, false star of poet’s verse! — 

XVII. 

What tliough thy forras bc pictiucsque and old, 
Ànd, clustercd round thee, works of noblest art 
Hallow tliy temples ! Once thcy raay have told 
Profound cmotions of the inraost heart; 

Now shadowcd by a faith that stands apart, 

Ànd scowls against. thc sunliglit shared abroad, 
Burning in altar-nooks its CJindles to its god ! 
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XVIII. 

Thc saints who toilccl to liclp thc world’s distrcss; 
The noblc lords of tìiought ancl spcccli divine ; 

The prophcts crying througli Time’s wildcrncss ; 
Thc vast discoverics, tìie invcntions fine 
Tliat stamped upon thc centurics a sign 
Of grandeur, — all, like music thundcrcd down 
By stern cathedral bells, wcre silenccd by tliy frown. 


XIX. 

Chaincd to Madonnas and ascetic saints, 

Evcn Àrt itsclf felt thy all-narrowing force. 

Tlic paintcr saw tliee pecping o’er liis paints; 

The sculptor’s thought was fettercd from its source; 
Thy gloomy cloistcrs sliaped the builder’s cuursc; 

Thy organ drowned the shephcrd’s fcstive flute 
With pcnitcntial groans, as though God’s love were mute. 


XX. 

Ànd yct, because therc lurked some elemcnt 
Of trutli within the doctrine, - - to man’s nced 
Some fitness in thc form; since more was meant 
Ànd more cxprcsscd tlian in tlie acccpted creed, — 

The artist’s gcnius giving far lcss hced 
To formulas than to his own idcal, — 

The haiul and heart wrought works the world has stampcd 
as rcal. 
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XXI. 

What didst thou for the alrcady teeming soil 
Of souls like Dante, Raphael, Angelo, 

Save to suggest a theme or pay their toil ? 

Whilc they o’erlooked their prison walls, and so 
Caught from the skìes above and earth below 
Splendors wherewith they lit thy tarnished crown, 

And clothed thee with a robe thou claimest as thine own. 

XXII. 

Names that in any age would have been great, 

Works that to all time speak, and so belong, 

Claim not as thine; nor subsidize the fate 
Tliat gave them to the nations for a long, 

Unceasing heritage. Amid a throng 
Of starry lights they live. Thy clanging bells 
Can never drown their song, nor brcak their miglity spells. 

XXIII. 

No mother thou of Genius, but the nurse. 

Seek not to stamp a vulgar name ipon 
The sons of Morning. Take the Poet’s verse, 

But not the Poet. He is not thy son. 

Enough for thee, if sometimes he hatli gone 
Into thy narrow fold from pastures wide, 

Wliere through immortal flowers God pours the living tidc. 
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XXIV. 

Enougli if he liath decked thee with the wealth 
Of his heaven-nurtured spirit, — showering gems 
Of thought and fancy, coining youth and health 
To gild with fame thy papal diadems; 

Plucking life’s roses with their roots and stems 
To wreathe an altar which returued him naught 
But the poor patronage of some suspected thought. 

XXV. 

What didst thou for the studious sage who saw 
Through nature’s veils the great organic force, — 
WIio sought and found the all-pervading law 
That holds the rolling planets in their course ? 
Wlien didst thou fail to chcck the flowing source 
Of truths whose waters needs must inundate 
The theologic dikes that guarded thy estate ? 

XXVI. 

Is there a daring thought thou hast not crushed ? 
Is there a generous faith thou hast not cursed ? 

Is there a whisper, howe’cr low and hushed, 
Breathed for tlie future, hut thou wast thc first 
To silence with thy tortures, — tliou thc worst 
Of antichrists, and cunningest of foes 
That cver against God and man’s grcat progrcss rosc 
1 * 
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XXVII. 

Tet life was in thee once. Thy earlier youth 
Was flushed with hlossoms of a heavenly hloom. 

Thy hlight hegan, when o’er God’s common truth 
And man’s nohility thou didst assume 
The dread prerogative of life and doom; 

And creeds which served as swaddling-hands were hound 
Likegrave-dothes round thelimhslaid livingunderground. 

XXVIII. 

When man grows wiser than his creed allows, 

And nohler than the church he has outgrown; 

When that which was his old famfliar house 
No longer is a home, hut ali alone, 

Alone with Grod, he dares to lift the stone 
From off the skylight hetween heaven and him, — 
Then shines a grander day, then fade the spectres grim. 

XXIX. 

And never yet was growth, save when it hroke 
The letter of the dead scholastic form. 

The hark drops off, and leaves the expanding oak 
To stretch his giant arms through sun and storm. 

The idols that upon his hreast lay warm 
The sage throws down, and hreaks their hallowed slirine, 
And follows the great hand that points to liglit diviue. 
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XXX. 

But thou, 0 Church! didst steal the mother’s mask, 
The counterfcit of Heaven, — so to enfold 
Tliy flock around tliee. None looked near, to ask 
** Art thou our mother, truly ? ” None so bold 
As lift thy veils, and show how hard and cold 
Those eyes of tyranny, tliat mouth of guile, 

Tliat low and narrow brow, the witchcraft of that smile, — 

XXXI. 

That subtle smile, deluding while it warmed; 

That arrogant, inquisitorial nod ; 

That hand that stabbed, like Herod, the new-formed 
And childlike life which drew its breath from God, 

And, for that star by which the Magi trod 

The road to Bethlehem, the Good Shepherd’s home, 

Lit lurid idol-fires on thy seven hills of Rome. 

XXXII. 

Eome, paralyzed and dumb, — who sat a queen 
Among the nations, now tliy abject slave; 

Yet muttering in lier cell, where gaunt and lean 
Tliy priests liave kept hcr pining! "Who shall save 
And lift the captive from her living grave ? 

Is there no justice left to avert her doom, 

Where monarchs sit and play their chess-games on hcr 
tomb? 
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XXXIII. 

And thou, too, Venice, moaning "by the sea, 

Wliich moans and chafes with thee, on Lido’s beach, — 
Thou, almost in despair lest there should be 
In Europe’s life no life within thy reach, 

No respite from thy tyrant, — thou shalt teach 
Thy Austrian despot yet what hoarded hate 
And sudden strength can do to cliange thy sad estate 2 


XXXIV. 

Eor, lo, the fires are kindled. Hark! afar, 

At last the thunders mutter under ground, 

The northem lights flash cimeters of war, 

Sardinia’s trampets to the battle sound. 

See Elorence, Parma, Modena, uubound, 

Leap to their feet, — and stout Eomagna brave 
The Cardinal’s frown, and swear to cower no more a slave 1 

XXXV. 

See Sicily, whose blood is iEtna’s veins 
Of sleepless fire, heave with volcanic pants, 

Seething, a restless surge of hearts and brains, 

Till Garibaldi’s quick Ithuriel lance 

Wakes the whole South from its long, troubled trance, 

And Naples, catching the contagious flame, 

Welcomes her hero in with blessings on his name! 





THE BIRD AND TIIE BELL. 


13 


XXXVI. 

The nations that in darkness sat have seen 
The light. The blind receive tlieir sight again. 

The querulous old man who stands between 
His cliildren and their hopes, with threats insane, 
Trembles, as thougli an earthquake split in twain 
The crumbling rock beneath Saiut Peter’s dome; 

And the last hiding-place of tyranny — is Eome. 

XXXVII. 

Por Italy, long pining, sad, and crushed, 

Has liurled her royal despots from the land. 

Back to her wasted lieart the blood has gushed. 

Her wan cheek blooms, and her once nerveless hand 
Guides with firm touch the purpose she has planned. 
Thank God! thank generous Prance! the battle smoke 
Lifts from her bloody fields. See, at her feet her yoke ! 

XXXVIII. 

Not like a maddened anarch does she risc: 

The torch she holds is no destroying flame, 

But a clear beacon, — like her own clear eyes 
Straining across the war-clouds; and the shame 
Of wild misrule has never stained hcr name. 

Calm and determincd, politic yet bold, 

She comes to take her place, — the Italy of old. 
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XXXIX. 

She asts no boon, except to stand enrolled 
Among tlie nations. Give her space and air, 

Our Sister. She has pined in dungeons cold. 

A little sunshine for our Sister fair, 

A little hope to cover past despair. 

God’s blessing on the long-lost, the unbound! 

The earth has waited long; the hcavens now answer — 
“ Found! ” 

XL. 

The nations greet her as some lovely guest 
Arriving late, where friends pour out the wine. 

Ay, press around, and pledge her in thc best 
Your table yields, and in her praise combine ! 

And ye who love her most, press near, and twine 
Her locks witli wreaths, and in her large dark eyes 
See all her sorrowing past, and her great future rise! 

XLI. 

But thou who claim’st the keys of God’s own heaven, 
And who wouldst fain usurp the keys of earth, — 
Thou, leagued witli priests and tyrants wlio have given 
Their hands, and pledged their oatlis to blight the birth 
Of thine own children’s rights, — for scorn and mirth 
One day slialt stand, thy juggling falsehoods named, 
Thy plots and wiles unmaskcd, thy heaven-high titles 
shamed! 
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XLII. 

Look to the proud tiara on thy brow! 

Its gems shall crush thee down like leadcn weights. 
Thy alchemy is dead; and wouldst thou now 
Thunder anathemas agaiust the states 
Whose powers are Time’s irrefragable fates ? 

Look to tliy glories ! they must shrink away, — 

With meaner pomp must fall, and sink into decay. 

XLIII. 

Lo, thou art numbercd witli the tliings that were, 
Soon to be laid upon the dusty shelves 
Of antiquaries, — once so strong and fair, 

Now classed wilh spells of magic, midnight elves, 
And all lialf-lies, that pass away themselves 
Wlien once a people rises to the light 
Of primal truths and comprehends its heaven-bom right. 


XLIV. 

Toil on; but little canst thou do to-day. 

Tlie sun is risen. The davlight dims tliy shrines. 
The age outstrips thee, marching on its way, 

And overflowing all thy boundaiy lines. 

IIow art tliou fallcn, O star! IIow lurid shines 
Thy taper underncath the glowing sky! 

How feeble grows thy voice, how lustrelcss tliine eye! 
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XLV. 

Like some Inige sliell left by tbe ebbing tide, 

In wbicli once dwelt sonie wonder of tlie sea, 

Tbou liest, and men know not tliat tby pride 
Of plaee outlives tby earlier potency, 

But, coming nearer to tby mystery, 

Migbt call tbee lovely, did not tby decay 
And deatb-like odor drive tbem in contempt away. 

XLVI. 

So perisb like tliee all lies stereotypcd 
By buman power or devilisb artifice, — 

Dark blot on Cbrist’s pure sbield, soon to be wipcd 
Away, and leave it fair for Heaven’s free kiss ; 

So perisb like tbce, drowned in Time’s abyss, 

All tbat batb robbed strong Genius of its youtb, 

All that batb ever barred tbe struggling soul from tmtb! 

XLVII, 

And yet we need not boast our larger scope 
In tbis broad laml, if ereeds of later stamp 
Still cast tlieir gloom o’er manliood’s dearest bope, 
Still queneli tlie lieavenward flame of Reason’s lamp, 
And dogmas sbamed by 3cience still ean eramp 
The aspiring soul in dungeons searce less drear 
Tban tliose of older times, wben faith was one with fear. 
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xlviii. 

Nor dream that here the inquisitorial chair 
Is l»ut a hyword, though we flush and weep 
In houest indignation, whcn we hear 
Chains clank in Rome, and wonder how the cheap 
Ànd common truth of Hcaven must cringe, and creep, 
And mask its face, lest Mothcr Church disown 
The rehel thought tliat flouts the apostolic throne! 

XLIX. 

If we indeed are sure our faith is best, 

Tlien may we dare to leave it large and free, 

Nor fear to hring thc crced to reason’s tcst; 

For hest is strongest, fearing not to see 
As well as feel. Then welcome, Liberty! 

Down witli the scalfolding tlie priest demands! 

Let Truth stand frce, alone, a house not built with hands! 


L. 

Down with thc useless and the rotting props 
Tliat only cumber and deface each wall! 

0(f witli the antiquated cloth that drops 
Moth-caten draperics round tlie columns tall. 

Nor necds thc heavenly Architect our small 
Superfluous tricks of ornament and gilt, 

To deck the royal courts his wisdom planned and built, 

B 
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LI. 

He wills a temple beautiful and wide 
As man and nature, — not a cloister dim, 

Nor strange pagoda of barbaric pride 
Scrawled o’er with liieroglypli and picture grim 
Of saint and fiend. Why seek to lionor him 
Ey crusting o’er with gold of Palestine 
The simple, stainless dome whose builder is divine ? 

LII. 

Thanks to the Central Good, the inflowing Power, 

The Primal Life in which we live and move, — 

The aroma of the soul, the passion-flower 
We bear upon our hearts, the deathless love 
Of right, outlives device, and floats above 
All human creeds, though armed with power to hrave 
The scholar’s daring thought, and make the world their 
slave. 

LIII. 

The music of tlie soul can ne’er be mute. 

What though the brazen clang of antique form 
Stop for a hundred years the angel’s lute, 

The angel smiles, and when the deafening storm 
Has pealed along the ages, with the warm 
Touch the immortals own, he sings again, 

Clearer and sweeter, like the sunsliine after rain. 
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LIV. 

IIc sings tlic song no tyrant long rcsists; 

IIc sings tlic song tlic world pcrforcc must join 5 
Tliou'di ac;cs stand as notes. Por lic insists 
With sncli swcet cmphasis, sucli cliords divinc, 
That, soon or latc, along tlic living line 
Of hearts that form Ilumanity, thcrc thrills 
A sympathctic ncrvc 110 timc or custom kills. 


LV. 

Ilumanity must answcr whcn God spcaks, 

As surc as ccho to t.he human voicc. 

And cvery grand o’crtopping lic whicli hreaks 
With furious flood and-ccntury-dcafcning noise 
In thc ctcrnal symphony that joys 
Along, is but somc baser pipe or chord 
That shall bc tuncd again whcn Rcason sits as lord. 

LVI. 

Eternal Trutli sliincs on o’cr Eitoi-’s cloud, 

Which, for a little, vcils thc living light. 

Tlicrcfore, thougìi the true bard may sing aloud 
IIis soul-song in thc unrcccptive night, 

His words — swift, arrowy fircs — must fly and light, 
Sooncr or latcr, kindling south and north, 

Till skulking Ealscliood froin hcr dcn bc hunted forth. 
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LVII. 

Work on } O fainting heaTts! Througli storm and drouth, 
Somewhere your winged heart-seeds will be hlown, 
And plant a living grove; — from mouth to mouth, 
O’er oceans, into speech and lands unknown, 

Even till the long-foreseen result he grown 
To ripeness, filled like fruit with other seed, 

Which Time shall sow anew, and reap when men shall need. 

LVIII. 

Tliere is no death, but only change on change. 

The life-force of all forms, in tree and flower, 

In rocks and rivers, and in clouds that range 
Through heaven, in grazing beasts, and in the power 
Of mind, goes forth forever, an unspent dower, 
Glowing and flashing tlirough the universe, 

Kindling the light of stars, and joy of poet’s verse ! 

LIX. 

Each hour ; id second is the marriage-mom 
Of spirit-life and matter; as when kings 
Wed peasants, and their simple charms adom 
With Oriental gems and sparkling rings 
And diadems, and with all royal things 
Making their eyes familiar, — so, with tones 
Sweet and unlieard hefore, conduct them to tlieir thrones. 
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LX. 

One miglity circle God in heayen hath set, 

Woven of myriad links, — lives, deaths unknown, — 
Where all beginnings and all ends are met 
To follow and serve each other, — Nature’s zone 
And zodiac, round whose seamless arc are strewn 
A million and a million hues of lig'ht 
That blend and glow and burn, beyond our realm of night. 

LXI. 

O ye who pined in dungeons for the sake 
Of trutlis which tyrants shadowed with their hate; 
Wliose only crirae was that ye were awake 
Too soon, or that your brothers slept too late, — 
Mountainous minds ! upon whose tops the great 
Sunrise of knowledge came, long ere its glance 
Fell on the foggy swamps of fear and ignorance,— 

LXII. 

The time shall come when from your heights serene 
Beyond the dark, ye will look back and smile 
To see the sterile earth all growing green, 

Where Science, Art, and Love repeat Heavcn’s style 
In crowded city and on desert isle, 

Till Eden blooms whcre martyr-fires liave burned, 

And to the Lord of Life all hearts and minds are turned. 
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LXIH. 

The seeds are planted, and the spring is near. 

Ages of bliglit aTe but a fleeting frost. 

Truth circles into truth. Each mote is dear 
To God. No drop of oceau e’er is lost, 

No leaf forever dry and tempest-tossed. 

Life centres deathless underneath decay, 

And no true word or deed can ever pass away. 

LXIV. 

And ye, O Seraphs in the morn of time I 
Birds whose entrancing voices in the spring 
Of primal Truth and Beauty, were the chime 
Of heaven and earth! still we may hear you sing. 

No clang of hierarchal bells shall ring, 

To drown your carol, in the airs that move 
And stir the dawning age of Liberty and Love 1 

LXV. 

Light, —light breàks on the century’s farthest round 
Light in the sky, light iu the humblest home. 

Tlie unebbing tides of God, where errors drowned 
Sink down to fathomless destruction, come 
Swelling amain. Truth builds her eternal dome 
Yast as the sky. Nations are linked in one. 

Light, Love, henceforth shall reign forever aud alone! 


TIE THBEE UUSES. 


IN a deep vale endosed Ly mountains steep, 

A still, green slieltered nook liid far away, 

TVTiere graud old forcst-trees in sìiadowy sleep 
Nodded above a stream tliat all tlie day. 

Ean rippling down o’er sun-flecked rocks and stoncs, 
And filled tlie air witli murmuring undcrtones; 
TVkere from tke sky tlie golden sun of Juue 
Sked softened radiance tkrougk tke stOlest noon; 
Aud in tke verdure of tke oaks tkat spread 
Tkeir gnarled aud mossy branckes overhead, 

The sky tkrusk trilled kis liquid clarionet 
Minute bv minute, witk kis soul all set 
To music in cack gusk of peerless tone, 

Wkile witk a bubbling base tke brook played on; — 
Decp in that vale so dreamy, stOl, and cool, 

A youth Liy tranced, till visionaiy tkings 
Seemed real, and kis keart was over-full 
Of tkoughts and fancies aud imaginiugs. 
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And as he nrased beside the flowing stream, 

There came to him what seemed a waldng dream. 

Thiee radiant forms he saw hefore him stand, — 
Threewoodland nymphs,perchance,he thought,—who met 
His wondering gaze, each with a beclconing hand, 

Wliile he, abashed, bewildered, stood. And yet— 

For so our drearas will mix our memories dim — 

Not all unknown their faces seemed to him. 

And he was bound, as by a spell, to choose 
One of the three to be his guiding muse. 

So stood they beckoning, and yet stood apart, 

As if a separate puTpose each impelled; 

While a divided worship in his heart 
In doubtful poise his soul and senses held. 

** Strange,—it was so in Ida*s vale,” he mused, 

** The shepherd-prince, abashed, perplexed, confused, 
Stood in the presence of the radiant Three, 

To choose the goddess of his destiny. 

So shone upon his soul like dawning sMes 
The electric splendor of Olympian eyes. 

Somehow I seem to know these forms of h'ght. 
Somewhere they have lit my patliway, day and night. 

If tlirougk this veil of dreams I could but hear 
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Tlieir voices, my bewildcred sense would clear. 

And yet, alas ! I cannot give to eacb, 

Wliile thus to me tlieir wooing arms tliey reach, 

Tlie pledge of homage and fidelity, 

The golden apple Nature gave to me.” 

Then one of them drew near. She held a lyre, 

And with low strains the enchanted silence broke. 

Her mystic tones diifused a subtle fire, 

And in his soul sweet harmonies awoke. 

Then in his hands she placed a golden lute, 

And bade him touch its sympathetic chords. 

No longer now he stood abashed and mute; 

But sang a prelude soft in simple words, — 

A lay of love and longing, — tiU his song 
Grew deeper, richer, blending with the strings; 

Tlien soaring as on swift expanded wings, 

With gathered strength it ran through vaiying moods, 
And echoed from Ihe rocks and rang around the woods. 


Then said the muse, “ ’T is thus that I will dower 
The soul that feels my ail-pervading power. 

This nest of winged harmonies shall give 
Responses to each mood tliat lie hath known, 

And all the subtler shadcs of feeling live 
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Perfected life, wben wed to chord and tone. 

And tliou shalt know how tone embodies love, 

As speech embodies thought, and haply reach 
The large, creative power of those wlio move 
The heart by music, superseding speech. 

And thus would I enroll thee in the bands 
Who dedicated youth and age to me 
In costly strains that speak to all the lands 
The language of the gods. Look up and see ! ” 

The youth looked up, and on the mountain lieight 
He saw a group of foi ms enwreathed with light; 
While floated down such strains as never car 
Had dreamed of in our dim, discordant spltere. 

Filled with the rapturous symphony 
Tliat from that orchestra divine 
Came flowing like a spiritual wine 
Into his soul, the youth in ecstasy, 

As when a flower is bowed with moming dews, 
Bent low before the muse. 

** Spirit of Harmony divine,” he said, 

“ Ah, worshipped from my boyhood’s early liour! 
How oft, how long my footsteps have been led 
Apart from men, by thy mysterious power! 
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How ofl the deep enchanted wavcs of tone 
Have lured me with a rapture all too sweet! 

Thine were those tides, O fairest, tliine alone, 

Tliat from the dull shore swept my willing feet. 

Though my untutored hands but feebly ring 
The imperfect ehords, the themes I may not sing, 

Yet fain would I thy humble votaiy be, 

And find my muse, my guiding star, in thee! ” 

But now a touch, as ’t were some eartlily maiden, 
Dissolved tlie trance with which his soul was laden. 
Before him stood the second of the three; 

And on his ear tliese accents rang in free 
And healthy measure, like the moming air. 

“ Dream riot,” slie said, “ these vague, seductive drcams. 
I give thee choice of forms and colors rare, — 

Fair images of skies, of trees, of streams; 

All shapes of beauty and all forms of power; 

The themcs that through the past and present shine; 

The varying lights tliat flash from liour to hour; — 

Life, Nature, Spirit. Be the effort thine; 

The ^ut-world wooes thee. Givc thy utmost licart 
To enrich tlie cvcr-growing realm of Art. 

Be this thy lovc, thy toil, thy high ambition, 

To tread the path of Eaphael, Claude, and Titian. 
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Here choose thy brothers, who in robes of light 
Throng the green shades beneath yon woody height! ” 

He loolced, and saw a train as bright as those 
Who just had yanished, grouped in grand repose: 
Great, earnest brows, and loving, piercing eyes 
Which saw the unveiled divinity that lies 
In forms and faces and in trees and skies. 

And as they passed, woods, rocks, and mountains toolc 
A richer light and color. Then the brook 
More silvery ran, the sky shone deeper blue, 

The clouds were tinted with an opal hue. 

The landscape glowed as if it gave its heart 
To thosc who loved it through the soul of art. 

“ Go forth,” the goddess said. “ The eartli is fair. 
Wliere beauty smiles, the artist’s work is there. 

Wliat nobler task than tliis, canst thou but stay 
The fleeting splendors of a single day! ” 

Thus while with breezy tones she spoke, 

The youtli stood rapt and listening. 

The artist-fire, long smouldering, woke ; 

And with a sudden spring 

He seized his paints and pencils eagerly, 

And bent before the musc a lowly knee. 
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“ Alas! and was I blind ? ” he said, and tbou, 

The cliarm of earth and air, wast here e’en now ? 
Thou, with all color and rare forms allied, — 

Oae with all nature, — thou wast by my side! 

And could I slight the presencc that illumes 
The eye-heams and the splendors of the world, — 
The mists of dawn, the depths of forest glooms, 

The crimson clouds in western twilights furìed, 

The river, and the mountain, and the face 
Of man and maid, and childhood’s winning grace ? 
Have I not known, O queen, O muse of art, 

Thy service, — all the joyous toil of those 
Who give the flowering of their hope and heart — 

A sweet and yet so oft a thorn-clad rose— 

To thee, as kneeling now I dare to touch 
Thy garment’s hem — ” 

E’en then he felt approach 
The third hright form. Taller aud fairèr she 
Than the othcr two. A queenlier majesty 
Upon lier hrow. Around her all the air 
Seemed touched with wandering odors swcet and rare, 
Wafted from unseen nooks of eglantine. 

She neither smiled nor frowncd. She made no sign, 
But only stood hefore him. Eveiy grace 
Of wingled carth and heaven iiluincd her lace 
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And sliaped lier fonn. Upon lier brow a star 
Ulamed, like tlie diainond planet of tlie dawn 
When niulit’s cold coronets arc all witlidrawn 
And scattercd through her solitudes afar, — 

Flained and streamed hackward through her golden liair 
And all the frcshness of the sumrner morn 
Breathed from her prcsence. Pairest of the fair 
She stood, of all in briglit Olympus born. 

She spoke. But hardly had she moved her lips, 

When in a gradual, yet not dark eclipse 
Her sisters faded. Bather did it seem 
Those muses tliree had miugled into one, — 

One form to wliom all beauty tribute paid, 

One bringer of an ovcrpowering drcam, 

One central light all otlicr liglits obeycd. 

And all tliat he had dreamed and felt and known, 

And all tliat he could liear, imagine, see, 

Fluslicd in the Morning Star of Poesy. 

Shc was a presence that did well coinprise 
Tlic soul and essence of all otlier art; 

For all the world contains of swcetest, lies 
Like an aroma hoardcd in licr heart. 

Now all seemed nmsic, all .was magic hue, 

All was unfcttcml joy and inspiration. 
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Now Ecauty hatlicd tlie univcrsc anew, 

Àml kindlcd tlioug’lit, and (ired imagination. 
Then rose the strong uecessity to write, 

As once to sing, to paint his fondest drcam. 
Floodcd hc stood as in the auroral liglit, 

Or in the wavcs of some grcat Ilowing stream ; 
While tliat one voicc again and yct again 
Came, earncst as a cry of joy or pain. 

It callcd upon him as a trumpet calls 
The laggard soldier to liis spcar and shìeld. 

It sceincd to swccp him as a lcaf that falls 
Whirls in the autumn hlast across the ficld. 

It prcsscd upon him as the truth sublime 
Lay on the prophets of the oldcn time, — 

The soul witliin the soul, the hidden life, 

The fount of drcams, the vision and the strife 
Of thoughts tliat seizcd on every other force, 
And turned it to tlieir own rcsistless course. 


For tlie muse spake witli words that came 
Leaping into his hcart like flame : —- 


“ Why should I show to thce here 
Sluidows of poet and seer, 
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Bards of the olden time, 

Singers of lofty rhyme ? 

Beauty and trutli are the same 
Now as of old, and the fiame 
Of the moming on Homer’s hrow 
Is a flame of the morning now. 

The poets sit ever apart, 

With heaven and earth in their heart, — 

One truth, and unnumbered hints; 

One light, and a thousand tints; 

Ages of speech and of tone, 

One mystical voice alone. 

“ When the hard utters his own, 

Bivals and peers there are none. 

His life is the life of the All. 

His dreams are of air and of fìre ; 

To the depths of aU nature they call 
In the thirst of their soaring desire. 

And ever hy day and hy night 
The arrows of thought’s delight, 

Peathered with musical words, 

Barhed with the adamant truth, 

Ply gentle and swift as the winging of hirds 
To tlie bosom of beauty and youth.” 
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And still she spoke; and still he listened there, 
Anfl felt the ambrosial breatliing fan his hair; 
And still his soul rose brimming to her eyes, 

As swells the sea beneath the moonlit skies. 

“ Foremost of seers and strong creators he 
Who steeps life, nature, heaven, in poesy. 

He is no athlete trained to win a prize 
In an arena thronged with vulgar eyes; 

No juggler with his tricks of tinselled phrase, 
Cheap bubbles blown to catch ephemeral praise. 
No lawless passion and no trivial aim 
Shall dim his vision clear, or damp his flame. 
Strong be his faith, and pure as it is strong, 

The heart-throb pulsing through the poet’s song. 
’T is his to read the sunshine and the storms, 

The mystic alphabet of natural forms, 

The deeper lore of dreams and heart and brain, 
The heights, the depths, the glory and the pain. 

“ The muse who leads the poet guides the spheres. 
One orbit serves for both. He cannot stoop 
To palter to unsympathetic ears. 

His wings must never droop. 

Buoyed by a wind that blows beyond the stars, 

Lit by a sun that never fades or sets, 
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He comes to proffer througti fate’6 prison-hars 
Tlie soul’s strong amulets. 

To press the wiue of life from bitter hours; 

To open doors where morning never streamed; 

To find in common fields that rarest flowers 
Are nearer than we dreamed ; 

To intone the music of the deepest heart 
Through all the changing chords of joy and pain, — 
Where canst thou track a loftier flight of Art ? 

Where seek diviner gain ? ” 

She ceased, yet seemed to speak. The youth 
Still heard that voice of love and truth; 

And all his soul stood over-flushed, 

And every clamorous impulse hushed. 

Then, reverent, before her face 
He half upraised his downcast eyes, 

His heart all glowing in the light and grace 

That matched her radiance with the unsaddened skies. 

“ Thou Presence dear and great! ” he cried; 

“ Thou wast the earliest at my side. 

Thou on the topmost golden stair of ait 
With thrilling voice dost stand and call to me. 

O fairest goddess, I must give my heart, 

My spirit, and my life to none but thee!” 



IHE SHADOWED RIVEB. 


PliDICATED TO THE XEMORY OF A. J. DOVrjTTNG. 

In the clear September moonlight 
Dark the eastern mountains rise, 

Ànd the river calm as ever 
One hroad lake of silver lies. 

Like a frame, the leafy garden 
Clasps the dreamy picture round, 

And I gaze for hours upon it, 

By the spell of beauty bound. 

O’er the water’s bumished mirror 
Darkly glide tlie sliadowed ships; 

So the glowing past is shaded 

By our sorrowing thoughts’ edipse. 

Bright, broad Biver! flow forever 
In the moonliglit to the sea; 
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But tliose jovous days tliou never, 
Never canst bring back to me. 

See, tlie frame tlie lcafy gardcn 
Àrches round tlie pietured scene, 
Like a cypress wreath is growing 
Dark, — too dark for tliis, I ween. 

He Avho wreathcd the lovcly landscape 
With these green and sliady bowers, 
Taken from us, wcnt forever 
With his fleeting garden flowers. 

Ànd the lawn beneath tlie linden, 

Ànd the shrubs and vincs so green, 
Ànd the fragrant bcds of roses, 

Ànd the winding patlis between, 

Ànd the liouse in beauty bowered, 
Barc in beauty of its own, 

Ne’er again may hear tlie music 
Of those days forever flown; 

Ne’er again shall hcar the laughter 
Of the joyous company 
'VMiom the festal days of summer 
Crowncd witli mirth and mclody. 
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Silcnt Itivcr, sadly flowing ! 

Shadowcd sails like thoughts of pain 
Slowly cross thy gleaming silver, 

But tlicy catch the liglit again. 

Darkly hend the mountains o’er thee, 
Dim and dusky in the night, 

But tlieir summits woo tlie moonheams, 
And are touchcd with heavculy light. 

Life is rich, and nature lavish ; 

Providcnce is largc as Fate: 

Many a joy tliey hide in sceret 
For the lone aud desolate. 

Aftcr sunset clouds of crimson; 

After twilight comes the moon ; 

After moon-sct still the starlight; 

Still the morning’s daily boon. 

And the cloud tliat lowers the darkcst 
Holds the hlessing of the rain ; 

Aiul tlie gricf that stuns tlie dcepest 
Hath another touch tlian pain. 

Nkw auRGii on tiie TIudson, Septcmbcr, 1852. 


NOYEMBER TREES. 


IjET poets sing of their leafy trees 

"Wlien the tides of summer fancies swell 
And rock their thoughts, as a tropic hreeze 
Kocks the hee in a lily’s hell; 

But give me a haip whose ring is sliarp, 

Tuued for Novemher mèlodies, 

That I may roam the hleak hills alone 
And sing of the gray and lcafless trees. 

Their houghs are hare in the twilight dark, 
Cold and hare when the moon is high, 

Like the cordage and masts of a stranded hark 
That warp and fireeze in a polar sky. 

There is never a leaf the sky-hom thief 
X)id not hurry away ere its color was gone. 

But the houghs, thougli hare, to me are as fair 
As the naked forms of the Parthenon. 
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Where the branches part in the dusky wood 
The golden mist of the sunset streams; 

And tracts of starlit solitude 

Glimmer at night on a world of dreams. 

The wind is chill on the rugged hill, 

And the early snow is gathering; 

But the winter is nauglit, for the boughs are fraught 
With the flow of sap and tlie hope of spring. 

O patriots whom the tyrant’s hate 
O’ershadows like the winter drear, 

While like the patient trees ye wait, 

Freedom, the nation’s spring, is near. 

Never despair, though the darkening air 
Sweep all your summer leaves away; 

The wind may rifle your branches bare, 

Your leaves will burst anew in May ! 


1852 . 


THE FLOWER AO THE BEE. 


Love me as tlie flower loves tlie bee. 
Ask no monopoly of sympathy. 

I must flit by, 

Nor stay to heave too deep a sigh, 
Nor dive too deep into thy charms. 
Untwine thy prisoning arms; 

Let the truth-gamering bee 
Pass ever free! 


Yield all the thvmy fragrance I can draw 

Prom out thy soul’s rich sweetness. Not forevcr 
Can lovers see oue truth, obey one law, 

Though they spend long endeavor. 

Give me thy blossoming heart; 

I can but take thereof that part 
Whicli grand Economy 
Permitteth me to see. 
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Friendship and love may last in name, 

As lamps outlive their fiame; 

An earthly tie may bind our hands; 

The spirit snaps the bands. 

If Nature made us different, 

Our compliments in vain are spent; 

But if alike, ah, then I rest in thee 
As in the flower’s full heart the sated bee. 

1852. 


THE CÀTARÀCT ISLE. 


I WÀNDEHED through the ancient wood 
That crowns the cataract isle. 

I heard the roaring of the flood 
And saw its wild, fierce smile. 

Through tall tree-tops the sunshine flecked 
The huge trunks and the grouud, 

And the porap of fullest summer decked 
The island all around. 

And winding paths led all along 
WheTe friends and lovers strayed, 

Ànd voices rose with laugh and song 
Erom sheltered nooks of shade. 

Through opening forest vistas whìrled 
The rapids’ foamy flash, 

As they hoiled along and plunged and swirled, 
And neared the last long dash. 
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I crept to the island’s outer verge, 

Where the grand, broad river fell, — 

Fell sheer down mid foam and surge 
In a white and blinding helL 

The steady rainbow gayly shone 
Above the precipice, 

And the deep low tone of a thunder groan 
Eolled up from the drear abyss. 

And all the day sprang up the spray 

Where the broad white sheets were poured, 

And fell around in showery play, 

Or upward curled and soared. 

And all the night those sheets of white 
Gleamed tlrrough the spectral mist, 

WTien o’er the isle the broad moonlight 
The wintry foam-flakes kissed. 

Mirrored within my dreamy thought, 

I see it, feel it all, — 

That island with sweet visions fraught, 

That awful waterfall. 
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"Witli sunflecked trees, and birds and flowers, 
The Isle of Life is fair; 

But one deep xoice thrills tlirough its hours, 
One spectral form is there,— 

A power no mortal can resist, 

Bolling forever on,— 

A floating cloud, a shadowy mist, 

Eternal undertone. 

And through the sunny vistas gleam 
The fate, the solemn smile. 

Life is Isiagara’s rushing stream; 

Its dreams — that peaceful isle! 


September, 1853. 


IN TIE GABDEN. 


WITH rose and orange scents tliis place was laden; 

The summer air was quivering tliick with birds. 

In these cool garden walks 1 met the maiden 

Whose heauty rohs her praisers’ tongues of words. 

A crimson rose was in her hand. She held it 
Close to my lips,—in truth, a flower divine; 

But I looked in her eyes and scarcely smelled it, 

But took the flower and hand in hoth of mine. 

These are the shades where arm in arm for hours 

We walked, —hrief hours of throbbing paiu and hliss. 
Here drank love’s hifcter-sweet, deep hid in flowers; 

Here gave and took our last despairing ldss. 

And where is she, the fair light-footed comer ? 

I pace these lonely garden walks in vain. 

O long-lost joy! O Rose of love and summer! 

That day ye bloomed wiU never coinc again! 
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Dim distances tliat open throngh the pines, 
Blue misty mountains sleeping in the west: 
Beneath the tall tree-trunks I watch your lincs 
Waving beyond the. field’s unshadowed breast. 


Amid the pine-tops sighs the wandering air, 
The locust’s trill sweUs dying on thc breeze, 
The cloudless August noon to me doth wear 
The sadness of life’s distant melodies. 


Between me and the far horizon stream 
The viewless spirits of the days long gone. 

X see the landscape as from out a dream j 

I hear the wind’s sigh—as if ’t were my own. 
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I TO-NIGHT was at a party 
Given by the fair Astarte. 

Star-like eyes danced twinkling round me; 
Cold tliey left me, as they found me. 

One hright vision, one face only, 

Made me happy and yet lonely. 

It was hers to whom is given 

Eule by night, — the queen of heaven. 

“ Ah, how fair she is!” I muttered, 

Like a night-raoth as I fiuttered 
Eound her light, but dared not enter 
That intensely radiant centre, 

Whence she filled the clouds about her, 
Whence she lit the very outer 
Darkness, and the ocean hoaiy 
With her floods of golden gloiy. 

Some one, tlien, as I stood gazing, 

Filled too full of her for praising, 
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Of the old time vaguely dreaming, 

When she took a mortal seeming; 

When the shepherd sprang to meet her, 
Ànd he felt a kiss, ah, sweeter 
Than e’er lips of mortal maiden 
Gave her lover passion-laden, — 

Some one with a sneer ascetic 
Broke in on my dream poetic. 

“ I see more,” he said, “ than you, sir; 
Would you like a nearer view, sir ? ** 
And with that, politely handing 
A lorgnette, he lefl me standing, 

In her face directly gazing; 

And I saw a sight amazing. 

Ah, these dreadful magnifiers 
Kill the life of our desires. 

Shall I tell you what I saw then ? 

AU of you around me draw then. 

Can she be as once I thought her, — 
Phoebus’ sister, Jove’s fair daughter? 
Whom the night-flowers turn to gaze on, 
Whom the sleeping streams emblazon '• 
Lover’s planet, lamp of heaven, 

Goddess to whom power is given 
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Over tides and rolling oceans, 

Over all the heart’s emotions! 

Ah, farewell, my boyish fancies! 
Farewell, all my young romances! 

As that orb that shone Elysian 
On my young poetic vision, 

As that crescent boat which lightly 
Tilted o’er the cloud-rack nightly, 

I again can see her never, 

Though I use my best endeavor. 

On me once her charms she sprinkled, 
Now her face is old and wrinkled. 

As Diana chaste and tender, 

Can I now as once defend her? 

She is full of histories olden 
Wrapped up in her bosom golden. 
Sorceress of strange beguHing, 

Thousands perished by her smiHng, — 
Girls kept waking, old men saddened, 
Lovers lost, and poets maddened. 

Now the iveU-armed eye of Science 
Bids her magic speUs defiance; 
Moonstruck brains bv moonlight haunted 
Telescopes have disenchanted. 
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Talk not of tlie brow of Dian. 

Gentle bards, you may reìy on 
What I ’ve seen to-nigbt; *t is dearly 
Known tbe moon ’s constructed queerlv, 
Full of wrinkles, warts, and freckles, 
Gilded cracks and spots and speckles; 
As if in wandering through the void, 
Her face were marked with varioloid. 
Then her cheeks and eyes so hollow, 
That I ’m sure the bright Apollo 
Ne’er would know her for his sister, 
Nor Endymion have kissed her. 

Nay, good Moon, I *m loath to slander 
Thy mysterious beauty yonder; 

Itather as I gaze upon thee, 

Truer lines be written on thee. 

Take away your telescope, sir; 

Let me stiH, as ever, hope, sir. 

111 does it become a lover 
All the bare truth to discover. 

Beach me, friends, a brimming beaker; 
Wine shall make my vision weaker. 
Songs of olden days come sing me, 
Cliarms that cheat the senses bring me. 


LUNA THROUGH A LORGNETTE. 


51 


Nay, I have a sweet suspicion 
It was a distorted vision. 

What I saw that loofced so queerly, 

Was exaggeration merelv. 

Tliings remote hy law of nature 
Should be kept within their stature. 
Telescopic eyes are dever 
Things to own; but use them never! 

So, fair Moon, again I ’m dreaming 
On thy face above me beaming! 

Orb of beauiy, mid star-clusters 
Hanging heavy with thy lustres; 

Saturated with the sun-fire, 

Wliich thou turnest into moon-fire, 

Baying from thy fields and mountains, 
Silvering earth’s rejoicing fountains, 

Ciystal vase with light o’er-brimming; 

Eye of night with love-tears swimming; 
Heaven’s left heart, in music beating 
Tlirough the cloud robes round thee fleeting; 
Cheering all within, without thee, 

Even the wind-chased mists about thee, — 
Thougli I mocked thy face ìnysterious, 

I have grown more sage aud scrious. 
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Cold astronomers may sliow tliee 
Kough in feature, fair I know thee! 

At thy critics thou art laughing, 

Spite of all their photographing, 

In their rigid prose detailing 
Every spot and eveiy faOing. 

I will be thy enamored poet, 

Though my friends may smile to know it; 
For my dreams do scom aUiance 
With these prying thieves of science. 


IN THE PALAIS KOTAL GABDEN. 


IN the Palais Royal Garden I stood listening to-day, 

Just at sunset, in the crowd that flaunted up and down 
so gay 

As the strains of “ Casta Diva ” rose and fell and died 
away. 

Lonely in the crowd of French I stood and listened to 
the strain, 

And the breath of happier hours came blowing from the 
past again; 

But the music brought a pleasure that was near akin to 
pain. 


Italy, dear Italy, came back, with all her orange flowers, 
With her sapphire skies and ocean, witli her shrines and 
crumbling towers, 

And her dark-eyed women sitting under their vine-shaded 
bowers. 
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IN THE PALAIS ROYAL GARDEN. 


And the rich and ‘brilliant concerts in my own far distant 
land, 

Where the world-renowned singers, circled by the orchestral 
band 

Poured their music on the crowds like costly wiue upon 
the sand. 

Àll the aroma of the best and brightest liours of love and 
song 

Mingled with the yeaming music, floated to me o’er the 
throng. 

But it died as died the sunset. Ah, it could not linger 
longl 

Through the streefs the carriages are rolling with a heavy 
jar, 

Peebly o’er the staring gas-lamps glimmers hcre and tliere 
a star. 

Night looks down through narrow spaces; meu are near, 
the skies are far. 

Far too are my friends, the cherished, — north and south 
and o’er the sea. 

And to-night I pant. for music and for life that cannot be, 

For the foreign city’s crowd is nauglit but solitude to me. 


Pabis, August, 1854. 


eOBNUCOPlÀ. 


ThERE ’s a lodger lives on the first floor; 

(My lodgings are up in tlie garret;) 

At night and at morn he taketh a horn, 

And calleth his neighbors to share it,— 

A horn so long and a horn so strong, 

I wonder how they can bear it. 

I don’t mean to say that he drinks, — 

I inight be indicted for scandal. 

But eveiy one knows it, he night and day blows it, 
(I wish he ’d blow out like a candle!) 

His horn is so long, and lie blows it so strong, 

He would make Handel fly ofF the liandle. 

By taking a hom I don’t hint 

That lie swigs eitlier mm, gin, or whiskey. 
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It ’s we, I am thinking, condemned to he drinking 
His strains that attempt to he frisky, 

But are grievously sad. A donkey, I add, 

Is as musical, hraying iu Jiis key. 

It *s a puzzle to know what he *s at. 

I could pity him if it were madness. 

I never yet knew him to play a tune through; 

And it gives me more anger than sadness 

To hear his hom stutter and stammer in utter 
Confusion of musical hadness. 

At liis wide-open window he stands, 

Overlooking his hit of a garden. 

One can see the great ass at one end of liis hrass 
Blaring out, never asking your pardon. 

Our nerves though he shatter, to him it ’s no matter, 
As long as his tympanums harden. 

He thinks, I ’ve no douht, it is sweet, — 

Wliile time, tune, and hreath are all straying. 

The little house-sparrows feel all througli tlieir marrows 
The jar and the fuss of his playing; 

The windows are shaking, the hahies are waking, 

The very dogs howling and haying. 


CORNUCOPIÀ. 
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One note out of twenty he hits; 

Blows all his pianos Yike fortes. 

Iiis tiine is his own. He goes sounding alone, 

A sort of Columbus or Cortes, 

Oa a perilous ocean, without any notion 
Whereabouts in the dim deep his port is. 

If he gets to his haven at last, 

He must needs be a desperate swimmer. 

He has plenty of wind, but no compass, I find; 

And being a veteran trimmer, 

He veers and he tacks, and returns on his tracks; 

And his prospects grow diminer and dimmer. 

Like a man late from club, he has lost 
His key, and around stumbles, moping, 

Toucliing this, tiying that, — now a sharp, now a flat, — 
Till he strikes on the note he is hoping; 

And a terrible blare at the end of his air 

Sliows he ’s got tlirough at last %vith his groping. 

There, he ’s finished, — at least for a while; 

He is tired, or come to his senses; 

And out of his horn shakes the drops that were borne 
By the winds of his musical frenzies. 
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CORNUCOPIA. 


There *s a resfc, fchank our sfcars! of ninety-nine hais, 
Ere fche fcempesfc of sound recommences. 

When aU the bad players are senfc 

Where all the false nofccs are protested, 

I ’m sure that Old Nick will there play him a.trick, 
When his had trump and he are arreste<l; 

Aud down in the regions of discord’s mad legions 
His head with two Frencli horns he crested! 


Pakis, Àcgcst, 1856. 


A FBIEND, 


À FBIEND! it seeras a simple boou to crave, 

Àn easy tliing to bave ; 

Yet our world differs somewhat from tbe days 
Of tlie romancer’s lays. 

À friend ? why, all are friends iu Christian lauds. 

We smile aud clasp the hands 
With merry fellows o’er cigars and wine; 

We breakfast, walk, and dine 
With social men and women. Yes, we are friends j 
And there the music ends ! 

No close heart-heats, — a cool, sweet ice-cream feast 
Mild thaws, to say the least; 

Tlie faint slant sraile of winter aftemoons; 

The inconstant moods of moons 
Soraetimes too late, sometimes too early rising, 

But for a niglit sufficing; 
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A FREEND. 


Showing a half-face, clouded, sliy, and null; 

Once in a month at full; 

Lending to-niglit wliat from the sun they horrow; 

Quenched in his light to-morrow. 

If thou ’rt my friend, show me the life that slceps. 

Down in thy spirit’s deeps ; 

Give all thy heart, the thought within thy thought. 

Nay, I ’ve already caught 
Its meaning in tliine eyes, thy tones. What need 
Of words ? Flowers heep their seed. 

I love thee ere thou tellest me “ I love.” 

We both are raised above 
The baU-room puppets with their one-typed faces, 
Chatting stale commonplaces, 

Or aiming to express a lifeless thought 

In tinselled phrase, worth naught; 

Or, at the best, throwing a passing spark 
Like fireflies in the dark, — 

Not the continuous lamplight of the soul, 

Which, though the seasons roll 
Without, on tides of ever-varying winds, 

The watcher never finds 
Flickering in draughts, or dim for lack of oiL 
There is a clime, a soil 
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Wliere loves spring np twin-steramed firom mere chance 
seed 

Dropped by a word, a deed. 

As travellers toiling through the AJpine snow 
See Italy below; 

Down glacier slopes and craggy cliffs and pines 
Descend upon tbe vines, 

And meet the welcoming South who half-way up 
Lifts her o’erbrimming cop,— 

So, blest is he, from peaks of human ice 
Lit on this paradise; 

Who mid the jar of tongues hears mnsic sweet; 

Who in some foreign street 
Thronged with cold eyes, catches a hand, a glance 
That deifies his chance, — 

That tums the dreaiy city to a home, 

The blank hotel to a dome 
Of splendor, while the unsympathizing crowd 
Seems with his light endowed. 

Many there be who call themsdves our friends; 

Yet ah! if Heaven but sends 
One, only one, so mated to our soul, 

To make our half a whole, 

Rich beyond price are we. The mfllionnaire 
Without such boon is bare. 
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Bare to tlie skin, — a gilded tavem-sign 
Creaking witli fitful wliine 
Beneath cliill winds, with none to look at him 
Save as a label grim 
To the good cheer and company within 
His comfortable inn. 


TflE AUTUMN EAIft. 


i. 

Roof and spire and darkened vane 
Steep and soak in the night-long rain 
That drips tlirough the barns on the golden grain 
And a drowning mist sweeps over the plain, 

And spatters with mnd the rutted lane 
And the dead flower-stalks that bud not again. 


II. 

Wind-driven drops of the autumn rain, 

Beat, beat on the window-pane ! 

Beat, beat, sorrowful rain ! 

Drive through the night o’er the desolatc plain ! 
Beat and sob to the old refrain, 

And weep for the years tliat come not again. 
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THE AUTUMN RAIN. 


m. 

Tears, with your mingling of joy and of pain, — 
Joys long forgotten, and cares tbat remaiu; 
Hopes lying stranded and choked in tbe drain 
Of tbe down-rusbing river of fate, — I would fain 
Sigb witb the uigbt-wind and wcep with tbe raiu, 
For ye come not again!—ye come not agaiu! 

1855. 


SPIKITS IN PRISON. 


0 TE who, prisoned in these festive rooms, 

Lean at the windows for a hreath of air, 

Staring upon the darkness that o’erglooms 
The heavens, and waiting for the stars to hare 
Their glittering glories veiled all night in doud, — 

I know ye scorn the gas-lights and the feast. 

I saw you leave the music and the crowd, 

And turn unto the casements opening east. 

I heard you sigh, “ When will the dawn’s dull ashes 
Kindle their fires hehind yon fir-fringed height ? 
When will the prophefc clouds with golden flashes 
Unroll their mystic scrolls of crimson light ? ** 

Fain would I come and sit heside you here, 

And, silent, press your hands, and with you lean 
Into the night-air, mingling hope and fear 

With vain regrets for days that might have heen. 
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SPIRITS IN PRISON. 


Are we not brothers ? In the throng that fìlls 

These strange, enchanted rooms, we met. One look 
Told. that we knew each other. Sudden tlirills, 

As of two lovers reading the same book, 

Ean through our hurried grasp. But when we tumed, 
The scene around was smitten with a change; 

The lamps with lurid torchliglit fìared and burned: 

And through the wreaths and flowers — O niockeiy 
strange! — 

The prison walls with ghastly hoiTOT froAvned. 

Scarce hidden by vine-leaves and clusters thick, 

A grim, cold iron grating closed around. 

Then from our sìlken couches leaping quick, 

We hurried past the dancers and the sights, 

Nor heeded the entrancing music then, 

Nor the fair women scattering soft delights 

In flower-like flush of dress, nor pansed till when, 
Leaning against our prison-bars, we gazed 
Into the dark, and wondered wliere we were. 

Speak to me, brothers ! for ye stand amazed. 

I come — your secret burden here to share. 

I know not this mysterious land around, 

Nor what those shapes may be that loom obscure. 


SPIRITS IN PRISON. 
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Odors of gardens and of woods profound 
Blow in from out the darkness, fresh and pure. 

Faint sounds of friendly voices come and go, 

That seem to lure us forth into the air. 

But whence they come perchance no ear may know, 
And where they go perchance no foot may daTe! 

A realm of shadowy forms out yonder lies; 

Beauty and Power, fair dreams pursued by Fate, 
Wheel in unceasing vortex, and the skies 

Flash with strange lights that bear no name or date. 
Sweet winds are breathing that just fan the hair, 

And fitful gusts that howl against our bars, 

And harp-like songs, and groans of wild despair, 

And angry clouds that chase the trembling stars. 
And on the iron grating the hot cheek 

TVe press, and forth into the night we call, 

And thrust our arms, that, manaeled and weak, 

Clutch but the empty air, and powerless faU. 

And yet, O brothers, we who cannot share 
This life of lies, tliis stifling day in night, 

Know we not well that if we did but dare 

Break from our cell, and trust our manhood’s might, 
TMien once our feet sliould venture on these wilds, 

The night would prove a still swect solitude. 
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SPIRITS IN PRISON. 


Not dark for eyes tliat, eamest as a child’s, 

Strove iu tlie chaos but for truth and good ? 

And O, sweet liberty — tbough wizard gleams 
And elfin shapes should frighten or allure — 

To find the pathway of our hopes and dreams; 

By toil to sweeten what we might endure; 

To joumey on, though but a little way, 

Towards the moming and the fir-clad heights j 
To follow the sweet voices, till the day 

Bloomed in its flush of colors and of lights j 
To look back on the valley and the prison, 

These windows smouldering still with midnight fires, 
And know the joy and triumph to have risen 
Out of that falsehood into new desires! 

O friends! it may be hard our chains to burst, 

To scale the ramparts, pass the sentinels. 

Bark is the night; but we are not the first 
Who break from the enchanter’s evil spells. 
Though they pursue us with their scoffs, their darts, 
Though they allure us with their siren song, 

Trust we alone the Light within our hearts. 

Porth to the air! Freedom will dawn erelong! 


Paeis, 1858. 


BLONDEL. 


At the castle’s outer door 
Stood Blondel the Troubadour. 

Up the marble stairs the crowd, 
Pressing, talked and laughed aloud. 
Upward with the throng he went; 
With a heart of discontent 
Tuned his sullen instrument, 

Tried to sing of mirth and jest 
As the knights around him pressed; 
But across his heart a pang 
Struck him wordless ere he sang. 

Then the guests and vassals roared, 
Sitting round the oaken board: 

“ If thou canst not wake our mirth, 
Toucli some softer rhyme of earth. 
Sing of kniglits in ladies’ bowers, 
Twinc a lay of love and flowers! ” 
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BLONDEL. 


** Can I sing of love ? ” lie said, 

And a moment bowed his head; 

Then looked npward, out of space, 

With a strange light in his face. 

Said Blondel the Troubadour, 

“ When I hear the battle roar, 

And the trumpet tones of war, 

Can I tinkle my guitar ? ” 

“ But the war is o’er,” said all; 

** Silent now the bugle’s call, 

Love should be the warrior’s drearo, 

Love alone the minstreTs theme. 

Sing us Rose-Leaves on a Stream” 

Said Blondel: ** Not rose-leaves now; 
Leafless thoms befit the brow. 

In this crowd my voice is weak, 

But ye force me now to speak. 

Know ye not King Bichard groanS 
Chained ’neath Austria’s dungeon stones ? 
What care I to sing of aught 
Save what presses on my thought ? 

Over laughter, song, and shout 
From these windows swelling out. 


BLONDEL. 
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Orer passion’s tender words 
Intonating tlirough the chords, 

Rings the prisoned monarch’s lay 
Through and through me night and day. 
And the only strain I know 
Haunts my brain where’er I go, 

Trumpet tones that ring and ring 
Till I see my Hichard king. 

“ Gallants, hear my song of love, 

Heeper tones. than courtiers move. 

Hear my royal captain’s sigh, — 
England, Home, and Liberty! ** 

Then he struck his lute and sang 
Till the shields and lances rang: 

How for Christ and Holy Land 
Fought the Lion Heart and Hand; 

How the craft of Leopold 
Trapped him in a castle old; 

How one balmy mom in May, 

Singing to beguile the day 
In his tower, the minstrel heard 
Every note and eveiy word; 

How he answered back the song. 
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BLONBEL. 


“ Let tliy hope, my ldng, be strong; 
We will bring thee belp erelong! ” 

StQl he sang, “ Who goes with me ? 
Who is it wffls King Eichard free ? 
He who bravely toils and dares, 

Pain and danger with me shares; 

He whose heart is true and warm, 
Tliough the night perplex with storm 
Eorest, plain, and dark morass, 
Hanging rock and mountain pass, 
And the thunder bursts ablaze, — 

He is the lover that I praise! ” 

As the minstrel left the halJ, 

Silent, sorrowing, sat they alL 
Well they knew his banner sign, 

The Lion Heart of Palestine. 

Like a flame the song had swept 
O’er them. Then the warriors leapt 
Up from the feast with one accord, 
Pledged around their knightly word. 
Prom the old castle’s windows rang 
The last verse the minstrel sansr. 
Then from out the castle door 
They followed the brave Troubadour. 


THE OLD DAYS AND THE NEW. 


i. 

À POET carae singing along the vale: 

“ Ah, weH-a-day for tlie dear old days! 

They come no more as they did of yore, 

By the flowing Biver of Aise.’* 

He piped through the meadow, he sang through the grove: 

“ Ah, weU-a-day for tìie good old days! 

Thev have aU gone by, and I sit and sigh 
By the flowing Itiver of Aise. 

“ Knights and ladies, and shields and swords, — 

Ah, weU-a-day for the grand old days ! 

Castles and moats, and the briglit steel coats, 

By the flowing Biver of Aise. 
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THE OLD DAYS AND THE NEW. 


** The lances are sliivered, the helmets Tust; 

Ah, well-a-day for the stem old days! 

And the clarion’s hlast has rung its last 
Bv the flowing River of Aise. 

“ Por the warriors who swept to glory and death, — 
Ah, well-a-day for the hrave old days! — 

They have fought and have gone, and I sit liere alone 
By the flowing River of Aise. 

“ The queens of heauty whose smile was life, — 

Ah, well-a-day for the rare old days! — 

With love and despair in their golden hair, 

By the flowing River of Aise, 


“ They have flitted away from hall and hower; 

Ah, well-a-day for the rich old days! 

Like the sun they shone, like the sun they have gone, 
By the flowing River of Aise. 

“ And huried heneath the pall of the past, — 

Ah, well-a-day for the proud old days! —— 

Lie valor and worth, and the heauty of earth, 

By the flowing River of Aise. 


the old days axd tiie new. 
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“ And I sit and sigh by tbe idle stream; 

Ah, well-a-day for the briglit old days! — 
For naught remains for the poet’s strains 
But the flowing Biver of Aise.” 


II, 

Then a voice sang out from the oak overhead : 

“ Wliy well-a-day for the grand old days ? 

The world is the same, if the bard lias au aim, 

By tlie flowing River of Aise. 

“ There ’s beauty and love, and truth and power. 

Cease well-a-day for the old, old days! 

The humblest home is worth Greece and Rome, 

By the flowing Biver of Aise. 

“ There are themes enough for the poet’s strains. 

Leave well-a-day for the quaint old days! 

Take thine eyes from the ground; look up and around, 
By the flowing Biver of Aise. 

“To-day is as grand as the centuries past; 

Leave well-a-day for the famcd old days! 

There are wrongs to right, there are battles to fight, 
By the flowing River of Aise. 
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“ There are hearts as true to love, to strive: 

No well-a-day for the dark old days! 

Go put into type tlie age that is ripe, 

By the flowing Biver of Aise.” 

Tlien the merry poet sang down the vale, 

“ Parewell, farewell to the dead old days! ” 
By day and by night, there is music. and light 
By the flowing Biver of Aise. 


WHY? 


i. 


The old and melanclioly truth 
Still haunts the hours of age and youth. 
The world’s great problem on our dreams 
Falls freezing like the ice on streams. 


The vision sweet, the bitter fact; 

The promise large, the meagre act; 

The glorious hope, the sigh of pain, — 
Like wave on wave, with old refrain 
Sound on, again and yet again. 


O wise philosopher! too well 
Upon our ears your reasoning fell; 

Too easily the doors you ope 
That lead into our boundless hope. 

The road to light is not so cheap ; 

The hills are rough, the vales are steep. 
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WHY? 


You see not tbat within each hreast 
Is rooted deep the great Unrest,— 

The god within a prison pent, 

That may not yield to argument. 

Your proofs we cannot well deuy, 

Yet clings hehind the unsolaced Whv. 

We strain our vision to the end; 

We trust we love the heavenly Friend; 
We sun our thoughts in Being’s heam, — 
And wake to find our faith a dream. 

Why was I horn, and where was I 
Before this living mystery 
That weds tlie hody to tlie soul ? 

What are the laws hy whose control 
I live and feel and tliink and know ? 
What the allegiance that I owe 
To tides heyond all time and space ? 
Wliat form of faith must I emhrace ? 

Why thwarted, starved, and overhorne 
By fate, — an exile, driven forlom 
By fitful winds, wliere each event 
Seems hut the whirl of accident ? 

Wliy feel our wings so ineomplete, 

Or, flying, hut a plumed deceit. 
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Benewing all our lives to us 
The fable old of Icarns? 

Tell me tbe meaning of tbe breath 
Tbat whispers from tbe bouse of death, 
That chills thonght’s metaphjsic strife, 
That dims the dream of After-life. 

Why, if we lived not ere our birth, 

Hope for a state beyond this earth ? 

Tell me the secret of the hope 
That gathers, as we upwaids ope 
The skylights of the prisoned sonl 
Unto the perfect and the whole. 

Tet why the loveliest things of earth 
Mock in their death their glorious birth. 
Why, when the scarlet sunset floods 
The west beyond the hills and woods, 

Or June with roses crowds my porch, 

Or northern bghts with crimson torch 
IUume the snow and veil the stars 
With streaming bands and wavering bars, 
Or music’s sensuous, soul-like wine 
Intoxicates with trance diviue, — 

Why then must saduess like a thief 
Steal my arornas of belief. 
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And like a cloud that sliuts the day 
At sunrise, turn my gold to gray ? 

Tell me why instincts meant for good 
Tum to a madness of the blood; 

And, baffling all our morals nice, 

Nature seems nearly one with vice. 

What sin and misery mean, if blent 
With good in one divine intent. 

Why from such source must evil spring, 

And finite still mean suffering ? 

Thus ever questioning we stand, 

As though upon some alien land, 

And grope for truth beyond our reach, 
Tlirough foreign modes and unknown speech. 
One mystery above, below, 

Within, o’erveiling all we know. 

What riddle harder to unwind 
Tlian man himself can man e’er find ? 

Wiser than prophet and than sage 
Must be the eye that reads this page, — 

The enigma of the double soul,— 

This angel-devil, half and whole, 

Wliose eye is filled with wisdom’s light. 
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Whose lips are breathing lust and spite; 

The dim vanlts of whose heart and brain 
Heaven’s warmth, hell’s heat at once contain. 
The isolated text is he 
For clashing creeds and prophecy; 

The sibvl-leaf that winds have whirled 

f 

About the corners of the world; 

A scrap, a hint, that chance has swept 
Out of the book the heavens have kept. 

How can we know, — forlorn we ciy, — 

Our origin, our destiny ? 

What need to strive, — we ask, — so fast 
The web of fate is o’er us cast ? 

Why, if the authentic seal we wear, 

Should we prove aught than good and fair ? 

Look on the millions bom to blight; 

The souls that pine for warmth and light; 

The crushed and stifled swarms that pack 
The foul streets and the alleys black, — 

Tlie miserable lives that crawl 
Outside tlie grim partition wall 
’Twixt rich and poor, ’twixt foul and fair, 
’Twixt vaulting liope and lame despair. 

On that wall’s sunny side, within, 
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Hang ripening fruits and tendrils green, 

O’er garden-beds of bloom and spice, 

And perfume as of paradise. 

There happy children run and talk 
Along the shade-flecked gravel-walk, 

And lovers sit in rosy bowers, 

And music overflows the hours, 

And wealth and health and mirth and books 
Make pictures in Arcadian nooks. 

But on that wall’s grim outer stones 
The fierce north-Avind of winter groans; 
Through blinding dust, o’er bleak highway, 
The slant sun’s melancholy ray 
Sees stagnant pool and poisonous weed, 

The hearts that faint, the feet that bleed, 

The grovelling aim, the flagging faith, 

Tlie starving curse, the drowning death! 

O wise philosopher! you soothe 
Our troubles with a touch too smooth. 

Too plausibly your reasonings come. 

They will not guide me to my home; 

They lead me on a little way 

Through meadows, groves, and gardens gay, 

Until a wall shuts out my day,— 
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A screen whose top is hid in clouds, 

Whose base is deep on dead men’s shrouds. 

Could I dive under pain and death, 

Or mouut and breathe the whole heaven’s breath, 
I might begin to comprehend 
How the Beginning joins the End. 

Like one who wanders where he lists 
In some enchanted land of mists, 

Mid mighty temples to explore 
Of hieroglyphs the hidden lore, 

Or forms of demigods to trace 
Carved on the crumbling ruin’s face: — 

Ile sees the sculptured column stand, 

With bas-reliefs wrought, small or grand; 

In spiral bands the heroic troops 
Circling the shaft in crowded groups; 

But, gazing up, sees not at all 
The mist-enslirouded capital, 

And cornice, frieze, and architrave 
Sleep buried in one cloudy grave. 

We agonize iu doubt, perplexed 
O’er fate, free-will, and Bible-text. 

In vain. The spirit finds no vent 
From out the imprisoning tcmperament. 
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Philosophies that stalk in pride 
Seem but our shadows magnified; 

Windows of many-colored glass 
Tinting all tlioughts that through us pass; 

And Revelation hut a name 

Por the intense grand tones that came 

To a few saints whose ears were fine, 

In old and distant Palestine. 

Truth, truth, God’s truth ! naught else, — we cry ; 
For somewhere in the earth and sky 
The master-mind must lurk, whose word 
Sounds the keynote of all accord. 

Give us thyself, 0 godlike Truth! 

Thy blood-warm veins, thy kiss of youtli. 

Plit not in many-colored light; 

Shine clear, as to the All-seeing Sight. 


n. 

Tet why should we forever press and dent 
The brain with ceaseless blows of argument ? 

Why overstrain the object-wearied sight, 

Nor rest content with passages of liglit ? 

Perliaps it seems that we are baekward thrust 
Prom God, tliat, toiling upward througli the dust, 
Groping our blindfold way to Truth and Him, 
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Excess of gloiy may not pain or dim 
The eyes that must be daily traincd to see 
The full-orbed trutbs tbat type tbe Peity, 

Who overcasts bis spleudors to eusnare 
His cbildren in tbe good and true and fair. 

Say blest Hlusion, tbat lioodwinks our eyes, 

And reils for us tbe overpowering skies, 

And lights a fire tbat only cbecrs and warms. 

God weds our souls to undeveloped forms, 

And tempers bis great ligltts, wbicb, too iuteuse 
For untried eyes, migbt bliud, or craze tbe scnse. 
0 buniing day-star! could tbe Parsee old 
Have worsbipped tbee, save tbat witb fold on fold 
Of space and air tbe intolerable fire 
Were fitted to the limits of desire? 

0 sacred boundaries ’twixt unknown and known! 
0 wkolesome stringency of nature’s zone! 

Spirit immersed in form, that forin may know 
Its source, tlirougb growth and spiritual tliroe, 
And work togetber witli tbe all-circling law 
Tbat knows no lapse, no accident, no flaw! 

So, step by stcp, tbrougb tortuous ways wc grope, 
Becalmed by faitk, blown on by fitfid bope; 

Tbe vast ligkt-region ue’cr entircly bid. 
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WHY? 


Still shimmering through tlie labyrintlis we tìiiid; 
Still glittering on the angles that project 
Along our cavern windings, and protect 
Our stumhling steps, nor suffer that we run 
Like candle-hlinded moths into the sun. 

The Himalayan heights are kindly screened; 

Their upward sloping hases over-greened 
With floweiy paths and arhors here and there 
For noontide rest; and vistas opening fair, 

Where hirds are carolling througli houghs aud vines, 
And odors of the aromatic pines. 

Therefore I how my spirit to the Power 
That underflows and fìlls my little hour. 

I feel the eternal symphony afloat, 

In which I am a hreath, a passing note. 

I may he hut a dull and jarring nerve 
In the great hody, yet some end I serve. 

Yea, though I dream and question still tlie drearn 
Thus floating hy me upon Being’s stream, 

Some end I serve. Love reigns. I cannot lose 
The Primal Light, though thousand-fold its liues. 

I can helieve that somewhere Truth ahides; 

Not in the ehh and flow of tliose small tides 
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That float the dogmas of our saints and sects; 

Not in a thousand tainted dialects, 

But in the one pure language, could we liear, 

That fills with love and light the seraphs* sphere. 

I can believe there is a Central Good, 

That burns and shines o’er temperament and mood ; 
That somewhere God will melt the clouds away, 

And his great purpose shine as shines the day. 

Then may we know why now we could not know; 
Why the great Isis-curtain drooped so low; 

AYhy we were blindfold on a path of light; 

YYliy came wild gleams and voices through the night; 
Why we seemed drifting, storm-tost, without rest, 
And were but rocking on a Mother’s breast. 


THROUGH THE FIELDS TO ST. PETEH’S. 


rou swing 


THEHE ’s a by-road to St. Peter’s. First y 
across tlie Tiber 

In a ferry-boat that floats you in a minute from the 
crowd: 

Then tlirougli high-hedged lanes you saunter; then hy 
fields and sunny pastures; 

And beyond the wondrous dome uprises like a golden 
cloud. 


And this morning, Easter morning, while the streets 
were thronged with people, 

And all Pome moved toward the apostle’s temple by 
the usual way, 

I stroHed by the fields and hedges, stopping now to view 
the landscape, 

Now to sketch the lazy cattle in the April grass that lay. 
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Galaxies of buttercups and daisies ran along tlie 
meadows, 

Rosy flusbes of red clover, blossoming shrubs and 
sprouting vines. 

Overhead the larks were singing, heeding not the bells 
a-ringing, 

Little knew thej of the Pasqua, or the proud St. Peter’s 
shrines. 

Contadini, men and women, in their veiy best apparel 

Trooping one behind another, chatted all along the 
roads. 

Boys were pitching quoits and coppers, old men in the 
sun were basking. 

In the festal smile of Heaven all laid aside their weary 
loads. 

Underneath an ancient portal soon I passed into the 
city; 

Entered San Pietro’s Square, now thronged with 
upward crowding forms, 

Past the Cardinals’ gilded coaches, and the gorgeous 
scarlet lackeys, 

And the flashing files of soldiers, and black priests in 
gloomy swarms. 
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AJl were moving to tlie temple. Push aside tlie ponder- 
ous curtain; 

Lo! the glorious heights of marble, melting in tbe 
golden dome, 

Where the grand mosaic pictures, veiled in warm and 
misty softness, 

Swim in faith’s religious trances, high above all lieights 
of Eome. 

Grand as Pergolesi chantings, lovely as a dream of Titian, 

Tones and tints and chastened splendors wreatlied and 
grouped in sweet accord; 

While through nave and transept pealing, soar and sink 
the choral voices, 

Telling of the death and glorious resurrection of the 
Lord. 

But, ah, fatal degradation for this temple of the na- 
tions! 

Por the soul is never lifted by the accord of sights and 
sound, 

But yon priest in gold and satin, mumming with his 
ghostly Latin, 

Drags it from its natural flights, and trails its plumage 
on the ground. 
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And to-day the Pope is heading his whole army of gay 
puppets, 

And the great machineiy moving round us with an 
extra show: 

Genulìections, censers, mitres, mystic motions, candle- 
lighters, 

And the juggling show of relics to the crowd that 
gapes below; 

Till at last they show the Pontiff, draped and diademed 
and tinselled, 

Under canopy and fan-plumes bome along in splendor 
proud 

To a show-box of the temple overlooking all the Piazza. 

There he gives his benediction to the long-expectant 
crowd. 

Benediction! while this people, blighted, cursed by 
superstition, 

Steeped in ignorance and darkness, taxed and starved, 
looks up and begs 

Por a little light and freedom, for a little law and 
justice, 

That at least the cup so bitter they may drain not to 
the dregs. 
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Benediction! wliile old Error kecps alive a nameless 
terror. 

Benediction! while the poison at each pore is entering 
deep, 

And the sap is slowly withered, and the worniy fruit is 
gathered, 

And a vampire sucks the life out, while the soul is 
fanned asleep! 

Ah ! this splendor gluts the senses, while the spirit pines 
and dwindles. 

Mother Church is hut a dry-nurse, singing while her 
infant moans; 

While anon a cake or rattle gives a little half-ohlivion, 

And the sweetness and the glitter mingle with her 
drowsy tones. 

But the infant moans and tosses with a nameless want 
and anguish, 

While with coarse unmeaning hushings louder siugs 
the liireling nurse; 

Knows no hetter in her dull and superannuated hlind- 
ness, 

Tries no potion, seeks no nurture, hut consents to 
worse and worse. 
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If such be tliy ultimation, Church of infioite preten- 
sion, — 

If witliin thy chosen garden flowers and fruits like 
these be found, 

Ah, give me the book of nature, open wide to eveiy 
creature, 

And the unconsecrated thoughts that spriug like 
daisies aU around. 

Send me to the woods and waters, to the studio, to the 
market; 

Give me simple conversation, books, arts, sports, and 
friends sincere. 

Let no priest be e’er my tutor, on my brow no label 
written; 

Coin or passport to salvation rather none than ask 
it here. 

Give me air, and not a prison; love for heart, and light 
for reason. 

Let me walk no slave or bigot,— God’s untrammellcd, 
fearless cliild. 

lield me rights each soul is born to, — riglits not givcn 
and not taken, 

Free to cardinals aud priuces, aud Campagua shephenls 
wild. 
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Like tliese Roman fountains gushing dear and sweet in 
open spaces, 

‘Where the poorest heggar stoops to drink, and none 
can say liim nay, 

Let the law, the truth, he common, free to mau and cliHd 
and woman, — 

Iiving waters for the souls that now in sickness waste 
away. 

Therefore are these fields far sweeter than yon temple of 
St. Peter. 

Through this grander dome of azure God looks down 
and hlesses afl. 

In these fields the hirds sing clearer, to the Etemal Hcart 
are nearer, 

Than the proud monastic chants that yonder on my 
ears did ffaXL 

Never smiled Christ’s holy vicar on the heretic and sinner 

As this sun, true type of Godliead, smiles o’er afl the 
peopled land. 

Sweeter smells tliis hlowing clover than the perfume of 
the censer, 

And the touch of spring is kinder than the pontiflTs 
jewelled hand. 


Rome, Easter, 1859. 


MABION DALE. 


MaRION DALE, I remember you once 
In the da\ r s when you blushed like a rose half blown, 

Long ere that wealthy respectable dunce 
Sponged up your beautiful name in his own. 

I remember you, Marion Dale, 

So artless and cordiai, so modest and sweet; 

You did not walk in that glittering mail 
That covers you now from your head to your feet. 

Well I remember your welcoming smile 
When Alice and Annie and Edward and I 

TYalked over to see you,—you lived but a mile 

From my uncle’s old house and the grove that stood 
nigh. 

I was no lover of yours (pray excuse me); 

You and I differed on many a view. 
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MARION DALEL 


I never gave you a chance to refuse me, 

Already I loved one less changeful tlian you. 

Still it was ever a pride and a pleasure 
Just to be near you, the rose of our vale. 

Often I thought, “ Who will own such a treasure ? 

Who win the fresh heart of our Marion Dale ? ” 

I wonder now if you ever remember, 

Ever sigh over fifteen years ago; 

Whether your June is all tumed to Decemher; 
Whether your hopes are rewarded, or no. 

Gone are those winters of chats and of dances, 

Gone aTe those summers of picnics and rides; 

Gk>ne the aroma of life’s young romances, 

Gone the swift flow of our passionate tides. 

Marion Dale, no longer our Marion, 

You have gone your way, and I have gone mine. 
Lowly I ’ve lahored, while fashion’s gay clarion 

Sounded your name through the waltz and the wine. 

Now, when I meet you, your smile it is colder; 

Statelier, prouder, your features have grown; 
Bouuder each white and magnificent shoulder; 

Barer your hosom than once, 1 must own. 
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Jewelled and satined, your tresses gold-netted, 

Queenly mid flattering voices you move j 
Half to your own native graces indebted, 

Half to tlie station and fortune you love* 

“ Marion ” we called you. My wife was u dear Alice.” 

I was plain Phil. We were intimate all. 

Strange, as we send in our cards at your palace, 

For “ Mrs. Prime Goldbanks of Bubblemere HalL” 

Six golden lackeys illumine the doorway. 

Sure, one would think, by the glances they throw, 
We had slid down from the mountains of Norway, 

And had forgotten to shake off the snow. 

They will permit us to enter, however; 

Usher us into her splendid saloon. 

There we sit waiting and waiting forever, 

As one would watch for the rise of the moon. 

’T is n’t, we know, her great day for receiving; 

Still she ’s at home, and a little unbends. 

While she is dressing, perhaps she is weaving 

Some speech that will suit her “ American friends.” 
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Smìling you meet us, but not quite sincerely. 

Low-voiced you greet us, but this is the ton. 

This, we must feel it, is courtesy merely, 

Not the glad welcome of days that are gone. 

We are in England, — the land where they freeze one, 
When they ’ve a mind to, with fashion and form. 
Yet, if you choose, you can thoroughly please one. 
Currents run through you, still youthful and warm. 

So one would think at least, seeing you moving 
Eadiant and gay at the Countess’s jtte. 

Was all that babble so veiy improving? 

Where was the charm, that you lingered so late ? 

Ah! weli enough, as you dance on in joyance; 

Still well enough, at your dinners and calls. 
Eashion and riches will mask much annoyance. 

Float on, fair lady, whatever befails. 

Yet, Lady Marion, for hours and for hours 
You are alone with your husband and lord. 

There is a skeleton hid in yon flowers, 

There is a spectre at bed and at board. 
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Needs no confessing to tell there is acting 
Somewhere about you a tragedy grìm. 

All yoiu* briglit rays bave a sullen refracting; 
Everywhere looms up tbe image of bim, —- 

Him wbom you love not; — there is no conceaiing. 

How could you love bim apart from his gold ? 
Nothing now left but your firefly wheeling, 

Elas hing one moment, tben pallid and cold. 

Yet you ’ve accepted the life that he offers; 

Sunk to his level, not raised him to yours. 

All your fair flowers have their roots in his coffers. 
Empty the gold-dust — and then what endures ? 

So then we leave you. Your world is not ours. 

Alice and I will not trouble you more. 

Not like your spring is the scent of these flowers 
Down the broad stairway. Quick, open the door! 

Here in the free air we ’U pray for you, lady, — 

You who are changed to us, gone from us, lost. 
Soon the Atlantic wiU part us, already 
Parted by gidfs that can never be crossed. 


VEILS. 


Once we called eacb otber friends. 

*T was no formal greeting 
Wben we clasped eacb otber’s bands; 

Sonl witb soul came meeting. 

Long ago I loved your books, 

(They first drew me to yon) ; 

Loved you better tban you tbougbt; 

Ere I saw you knew you. 

Other friends now come between, 

Other love outstrìps me. 

Can my light be tben so dull 
That tbey all eclipse me ? 

Often have I longed for you; 

Often have I wondered 
Why we two, wbose thoughts were one, 
Ever should be sundered. 
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Thcrc arc those wlio cling to you 
As their lamp and fuel, 

Or \vlio Avear you on tlieir fronts 
Lihc a glittering jewel; 

Those wlio think to gild their rust 
With your fame’s reflection, 
Yainly dreaming tliat they stand 
In your hcst atfection ; 

Happy if tliey can be seen 
"Witli you closely talking, 

Proud, if arm in arm with you 
In the street, they ’re walking. 
Though thcy press so near, and live 
In your smiles and glances, 

Never are they so ncar as one 
Linked with all your fancies, — 
One who reads the Poet’s tliought 
Through liis pages gleaming, 
Pollowing liim from depth to depth 
In his subtlcst dreaming; 

And Avho fcels in firin aceord 
Listener and singer, — 

Yibrating beneath your touch — 
Bell-chimes to the ringer. 
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Tet I never said how much 
All your poems moved me. 

Love, I said, must answer love, 

For I thought you loved me. 

Time and space and circumstance 
Barred me from your presence. 
Then behind your veils you seemed 
Some dim phosphorescence. 
Half-transparent window-shades 
Told where you were sitting, 

And your astral lamp, half bliured, 
Threw your shadow flitting 
Up against the curtain-folds. 

“ There,” I said, “ his place is.” 
Soon came other silhouettes, 

But all stranger-faces. 

Said I: “ He is feasting there 
Friends for this night only. 

When the guests are gone, he ’ll come 
Wliere I ’m waiting lonely; — 
Waiting, leaning at the door, 

While his intonations 
Bise and fall for other ears. 

So I wait with patience. 
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For that voice I know so well, 
With those merry fellows, 

Talks for them, but sings for me: 

Can I then be jealous ? 

Wlien the festal lights are out, 
And heaven’s stars are shining, 
He will clasp me by the hand. 

Arm in arm entwining, 

We wìll pace his garden-walks, 

Of the past discoursing. 

All his heart will open, free 
From convention’s forcing. 

As old friends who feel no cloud 
Overcast their greeting, 

Such sliall be our cordial grasp, 
Such our joyous meeting. 

Ah, the pleasant dream is o*er! 

Now his guests are going, 

He but stands upon the step; 

And a wind is blowing 
Somewhat chill between his words, 
Which to me are sorrow. 

For he saith, “ ’T is veiy late; 

Can you come to-morrow ? * 
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Ah, to-morrow, dreary word ! 

When we feel “ Now only.” 

And the bolt slides in the door, 

And the night is lonely. 

And not e’en these-parting guests 
Deign a conversation. 

Theirs tlie warm adieu of love, 
Mine its desolation. 

“ Were we far from fashion’s forms. 

In some desert gloomy, 

Tou might leam to know me then; 

For you never knew me! 

Time and space will now build up 
The old wall between us. 

Can the sculptor warm to life 
His cold marble Yenus ? 

Fate has given one world to you, 
And to me another. 

We can never cross her bars, 
Though you were my brother. 

On your hearth the fires will glow, 
I shall see the ashes; 

All that I shall know of you 
Will be distant flashes. 
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I will read your books again; 

They at least will lead me 
Into waiks where we may meet, 
Though you do not need me. 

I will fancy you the same 
As in that bright weather 
Ere this cold estrangement came, — 
You and I together. 

You and I will speak in dreams 
Loves not unrequited, 

As we met ten years ago, 

Happy and united.” 


Rome, 1859. 


THE SPIRIT OP THE AGE. 


A WONDROUS light is fffling the air, 

And rimming tlie clouds of tlie old despair; 
And hopeful eyes loot np to see 
Truth’s mighty electricity, — 

Auroral shimmerings swift and bright, 

That wave and flash in the silent night, — 
Magnetic billows travelling fast, 

And flooding all the spaces vast 
From dim horizon to farthest cope 
Of heaven, in streams of gathering hope. 
Silent they mount and spread apace, 

And the watchers see old Europe*s face 
Lit with expression new and strange, — 

The prophecy of coming change. 

Meantime, while thousands, wrapt in dreams, 
Sleep heedless of the electric gleams, 
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Or ply their wonted work and strife, 

Or plot their pitiful games of life; 

AVliile the emperor hows in his formal halls, 

And the clerk whirls on at the masking balls ; 
While the lawyer sits at his dreaiy files, 

And the banker fingers his glittering piles, 

And the priest kneels down at his lighted shrine, 
Aud the fop flits by with his mistress fine,— 

Tlie diplomat works at his telegraph wires: 

His back is turned to the hcavenly fires. 

Over him flows the magnetic tide, 

And the candles are dimmed by the glow ontside. 
Mysterious forces overawe, 

Absorb, suspend the usual law. 

The needle stood northward an hour ago; 

Now it veers like a weathercock to and fro. 

The message he sends flies not as once; 

The unwiDing wires yield no response. 

Those iron veins that pulsed but late 
From a tyrant’s will to a people’s fate, 

Elowing and ebbing with feverish strength, 

Are seized by a Power whose breadth and lengtli, 
Wliose lieight and depth, defy all gauge 
Save the great spirit of the age. 

Tlie mute machine is moved by a law 
5* 
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That knows no accident or flaw, 

And the iron thxills to a different chime 
Than that which rang in the dead old tinie. 
For Heaven is taldng the matter in hand, 
And haffling the tricks of the tyrant hand. 
The sky above and the earth heneath 
Heave with a supermundane breath. 
Half-truths, for centuries kept and prized, 
By higher truths are polarized. 

Like gamesters on a railroad train, 

Careless of stoppage, sun or rain, 

We juggle, plot, combine, arrange, 

And are swept along bv the rapid change. 
And some who from their windows mark 
The unwonted lights that flood the dark, 
Little by little, in slow surprise 
Lift into space their sleepy eyes; 

Little bv little are made awaie 

mf 

That a spirit of power is passing there, — 
That a spirit is passing, strong and free, — 
The soul of the nineteenth centuiy. 


Paeis, Febrnary, 1860. 


ATALAHTÀ. 


W E rea<l in classic legends old 
Of oue wlio, fair and overbold, 

Distanced all runners, till outruu bj gold. 

Supple in iimb, and fair in face, 

She passed the swiftest in tbe race, 

Till on one luckless day sbe lost her place. 

Tliere came to her a cunning fellow, 

His pockets stuffed with apples mellow,— 
Pure gold they were, of Californian yellow. 

Doffing his hat, “ Fair dame,” said he, 

“ They say thou art the fastest she 
That ever ran a rig. Wilt run with me ? 

“ I know the law prescribed,” he said: 

“ If you should beat, I lose my head; 

But if you are beaten, you and I must wed.” 
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ATALANTA. 


Away liis hat he swiftly twirls. 

The fleetest of all swift-limbed girls 
Tosses lier head with all its suuny curls. 

Then, One—two — three! Away they fly. 

Together for a while they ply 

Their agile feet. Then soon she passes by. 

But will she win ? A ball of gold 

Hippomenes has deftly rolled 

Along the course. She stoops. Her apron’s fold 

Contains the prize. Anotlier hall 
Of dazzling yalue he lets fall, 

And yet a third. She stops to gather all. 

So Atalanta lost her race 

And single blessedness, to chase 

Three rolling lumps of metal, bright but base. 

Now list, Columbia, to my moral. 

Thou runnest well. Don’t stop to quarrel 
About thy baser wealth. Prefer a laurel. 

The fleetest in the race are lost, 

If in thèir gold alone they boast. 

Be wiser thou, and count the entire cost. 


ATALANTÀ. 
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The nations feel thee great. All eyes 
Watch thy swift motions with surprise, 
And hail thee herald of unclouded skies. 

Be great in soul, as great in power; 

Be rich in minds, Heaven’s richest dower; 
So of all nations thou shalt be the flower. 


AL HASSAN’S SECEET. 


You may tell me tliat the priests of Egypt, 
Muttering charms and raising magic terrors, 
Breathed it through him in their tomhs and cavcrus, 
Stamped it on him with the seal of silence 
And the dread of excommunication. 

You may say he heard it on the river, 

In the Nile froth hy the low shore lapping 
In and out among the reeds and rushes; 

In the moaning of the lurid sand-storm; 

In a noon-dream mid the rustling palm-tufts, 
Whispered hy tlie sun-scorched leaves ahove him. 

I, who know so well the Sheik A1 Hassan, 

I, the poet Yefid, can assure you 
Sheik A1 Hassan is no vision-seer; 

Fears no priests, hut laughs at all their juggles; 

In tlie desert never met a Geni; 

Worships in the mosque no power hut Allah. 
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Tet A1 Hassan has one awful secret, 

Known to him alone of all his people, — 

Some strange word forbidden to be uttered; 

For, if spoken, all the established order 
Built upon the solid past would tremble, 

Pass, perchance, in chaos and confusion, 

Ànd another law control the nations. 

What this potent word may be I know not. 

How it came to him he never told me. 

I his bosom friend have never heard it; 

In my deepest thoughts I canuot guess it, 
Though long silent days we ride together. 

But one night I ever shall remember. 

After toiling through the powdeiy desert, 

TVe were resting in the grove of Kamah. 

Clear as noonday shone the wondrous moonlight. 
lu our tent we slept, but woke together. 
Overhead one feathery palm-tree rustled; 

On the wliite tent lay its shortened shadow, 

And the shadow’s waving fringcs trembled 
On the tent-roof, darkening all one comer. 
Grouped around the weary camels slumbered, 
And the turbaned slaves. A fountain gurgled, 
Hid in darkness, while its tiuy strcamlet 
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Triclded sflveiy sparUes o’er the pebbles. 
On fcìie grass lay skadow-blots fantastic, 
Mixed witb moon-gold rounded infco cirdes. 


In tbat moonligbt there we wobe togetber, 
Suddenly, as if a voice had caUed us; 

Broad awake, as if a spirit passed us. 
Something wbispered tbat the air was haunted 
With a presence vaguely brooding o’er us, 
Pressing close, imtil the nerves all tinglcd 
Tense and trembling, as a wiud-harp shivers 
In the coming breeze of autumn evenings, 

Ere the first wild minor chords are wakened. 
So I lay and stared upon the whiteness 
Of the ghostly tent, and on the shadows 
On the tent-floor creeping like black fingers; 
TiU at length A1 Hassan broke the silence. 


“ Could I tell to thee, O son of music, 

Could I tell the secret of my bosom, 

Ah, what pain, what pain would here be softened! 
What a light o’er weaiy days would brighten! 
Could I only shape it in some fashion, 

Temper the fierce light to misty softness. 
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Dwarf the gìant's supermondane stature, 

As tlie fislierman enclosed the Geni 
In the hox he carrìed on his shoulders, 

It would flush the desert of my bosom 
With a sudden hurst of flowers and fountains." 


Was I waking then, or was I dreaming, 

Or enchanted ? “ Know,” he said, “ O Yefid, 

Grood and evil in this word are mingled. 

Like the angel of the suminer lightning, 
Cloud-winged, scowling o'er the mountain cedars, 
Darting holts of death, yet hreathing fireshness; 
So the tmth — if truth it he I harhor 
In my hurdened hreast—a douhle message 
On its wings would hear unto my people. 

Some must take the good and some the evil 
Dropped from either wing of this strangc angeL 


“ Yet could I, the prophet's weakest servant, 
Seize that faith which, means to ends suhjecting, 
Seeing in the madly shattered systems 
But the opening of the etemal order; — 

Faith of prophets and of wonder-workers, 

In whose white light dazzling and o’erwhelming. 
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Death is but a spot we hardly notice, 

And destruction hut the broom tliat swecping 
Clears the spaces for God’s mighty building, — 
Then I might perhaps forsabe my desert; 

Bear my smotliered torch among the cities; 

Stand and see the miglity visitation, 

The veiled messenger of good and evil 
Shaking dew and fire from either pinion; 

Watch the firebrand kindling in their houses 
Till they walked by light of conflagrations; 

Hear the trumpets of divine destroyers 
Blaring througli the market and the palace; — 
Had I only faith; — and yet I tremble, 

Scarce even daring to myself to whisper 
What would soon rebound in shocks of thunder; 
So unlike the language of the present, 

So profane perhaps, so wild, that madmen 
Might essay to mumble it, half dreaming, 

Wliile the sane ones passed them with a shudder. 
I, alas, am all too weak and faithless 
For a mission of so huge a burden. 

I am not a sage to explain its meaning, 

Nor a saint to avouch its truth unflinching, 
Beady for tlie fate of God’s great martyrs. 
Though a voice cries, “ Speak,” I falter, tremble. 


AL HASSAN’S SECRET. 


11? 


Tura away, and cany through the desert 

Strange, dumb pain that crowds my heart to bursting.” 


So À1 Hassan from his couch half risen 

Poured his sad speech, while the palm-tree’s shadow 

Crept upon him, and the tent grew darker. 


Tlien I said : “ Tell me alone the secret, 

Only me, the strange wild word, not fearing; 

So thou drawest the arrow from thy bosom, 
While I heal the wound with love’s own balsam. 
In the desert here no traitor listens; 

Let us share the mystery and the sorrow.” 

“ Never, 0 my Yefid ! ” was his answer. 

“ No; too well I love thee, dearest poet, 

With a heedless hand to blight our friendship. 
Better bear alone the fated burden, 

Than for one brief moment’s consolation 
Turn my friend into my bitter foeman.” 


Tlien upon his couch A1 Hassan turned liim, 

Siglied a deep, long sigh, and watched the moonlight 
Pave the tent-floor with its goldcn patches. 
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I am wondering stìll, and dare not questìon 
What the fatal word is. Word of Heaven — 
May it not be so ? — if such the ending 
In the hirth-throes of a new creatìon. 

I am wondering stiU, but cannot guess it j 
While AI Hassan rides upon his camel 
Over the desert, like a statue haunted. 


MT OLD PALETTE. 


Mant a year has fled away 
Since this old palette was new, 

As may be seen by the spots of green 
And yellow and red and blue. 

Many a picture was painted from this, 

While many were only dreamed; 

And shadow and light like the black and white 
Across my life have streamed. 

Accept, my friend, this plain old board 
All plastered and imbrowned, 

Where the pleasure and strife of a painter’s life 
Have left a mosaic ground. 

The color that went to the picture’s soul 
Has left but its body behind; 

Yet strive to trace on its doudy face 

Some gleam of the artist’s mind. 
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MY OLD PALETTE. 


And tliink of tlie firiend npon wliose tliumb 
This brown old tablet hung, 

And the baffled aim, where visions came 
Unpainted and unsung. 

Mine be the records all obscure 
Upon the surface blent; 

Be yours the love that seeks to prove 
My deed by my intent. 

1866. 


THE BOBOLINKS. 


When Nature Lad made all her hirds, 
With uo more cares to think on, 

She gave a rippKng laugh, aud out 
There flew a Bobolinkon. 

She laughed again; out flew a mate: 

A breeze of Eden bore them 

Across the flelds of Paradise, 

The sunrise reddening o’er them. 

Incarnate sport and holiday, 

They flew and sang forever; 

Their souls through June were all in tune, 
Their wings were weaiy never. 

Their tribe, still druuk with air and light, 
And perfurae of the mcadow, 

Go reeling up and down the sky, 

In sunshine and in sliadow. 
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THE BOBOLINKS. 


One springs from out the dew-wet grass; 
Another follows afìter; 

The mom is thrilling with their songs 
And peals of faiiy laughter. 

From out the marshes and the brook, 

They set the tall reeds swinging, 

And meet, and frolic in the air, 

Half prattling and half singing. 

"When inoming winds sweep meadow-lands 
In green and msset billows, 

And toss the lonely elm-tree’s boughs, 

And silver all the willows, 

I see you buffeting the breeze, 

Or with its motion swaying, 

Tour notes half drowned against the wind, 
Or down the current playing. 

When far away o’er grassy flats, 

Where the thick wood commences, 

The white-sleeved mowers look like specks 
Beyond the zigzag fences. 


TIIE BOBOLINKS. 


And noon is liot, and Inm-roofs gleam 
Wliite in tlie pale blue distance, 

I hear the saucy minstrels still 
In chattering persistence. 

When Eve her domes of opal fire 
Piles round the blue horizon, 

Or thunder rolls from hill to hill 
A Kyrie Eleison, 

Still merriest of the merry birds, 

Your sparkle is unfading; — 

Pied harlequins of June, —no end 
Of song and masquerading. 


What cadences of bubbling mirth, 
Too quick for bar and rhythm! 
What ecstasies, too full to keep 
Coherent measure with them! 

O could I share, Tvithout champagne 
Or muscadel, your frolic, 

The glad delirium of your joy, 

Your fun un-apostolic. 
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Tour drunken jargon tlirougli tlie fields, 
Tour bobolinkish gabble, 

Tour fine Anacreontic glee, 

Tour tipsy reveller’s babble! 

Nay, let me not profane sucb joy 
With similes of folly; 

No wine of earth could waken songs 
So delicately jolly! 

O boundless self-contentment, voiced 
In flving air-born bubbles ! 

O joy that mocks our sad unrest, 

And drowns our eartli-born troubles! 

Hope springs with you: I dread no more 
Hespondency and dulness; 

For Good Supreme can never fail, 

That gives such perfect fulness. 

The life that floods the happy fields 
With song and liglit and color 

Will shape our lives to riclier states, 

And heap our measures fuller. 


1866. 


CRETE. 


SpERANZA, Speranza! we felt through the night-time 
The thrill of thy voice and the joy of thy lyre; 

Hcird thee far off siuging sweet of the briglit time 
Prophets foretold in their large heart’s desire. 

Str lins floated by in the sad waning moonlight, 

AYliile we stood calling thy name from afar. 

Come to thy summer bowers, queen of liigli noonlight, 
Full-armed aud splendid, — our souls’ morning-star! 

Come as thou camest wlien Italy panted 

And leapt to her feet, o’er her dukes and her kings. 

Come, like the new life Amcrica planted 

To blossora and yield through her ages of springs. 

Corae to the spirits beniglited, unìettered, 

Unbarring tlie portals of science and love. 

Come to the bodies enslaved, tasked aiul fettered; 

Build up the freedom 110 tyrant can move. 
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0, they are grappling for life, — just for breathing ; 

Hoping naught, asking naught, — only to stand; 

Oiily to stand with their arms interwreathing, 

Brotherlike, bound to their own fatherland. 

Faintly they hear thee. “ Speranza, Speranza! ” 

They call in the gloom. Are the echoes all dead? 
Comes there no voice from Mount Ida in answer ? 

Shines there no star in the pale moming-red ? 

Must tlie fierce ranks of the Ottoman Nero 
Trample their life out with barbarous feet ? 

Is there no god, no Olympian hero, 

Left on thy mountains, 0 desolate Crete ? 

0 shame on the nations who sent the Crusaders 
To wrest from the Turk the dead stones of a tomb, 

Yet give a live race to the savage invaders, 

Ànd lift not a finger to lighten its gloom ! 

And shame to proud France, who has opened witli greeting 
To the red-handed tyrant her welcoming doors; 

And shame to old England, that welcoine repeating, 

That brings the crowned butcher a guest to her shores! 


CRETE. 
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Ah, well! Heaven wills that the selfish should hlunder. 

The tyrants are deaf, hut the people know wel! 

How God in the heavens sits holding the thunder 
That strikes to its centre the kingdom of hell. 

For sooner or later — no seer can foreknow it — 

Falls the swift holt, and the thrones are ahlaze. 

Time yet shall re-echo the lay of the poet, 

And Greece shall live over her happiest days. 


J« R. L. 


Ox\ ms Fiftieth Birtiiday, Fee. 22 , 18G9. 


ÀT fifty ycars, how many frosty polls 
AYe see, whose wintry solitncle Legins; 
How many faces hard as Chaldee scrolls, 
Crowfect on parcliment skins. 


At fifty, Time has picked onr thìckest locks; 

Polished tlic ov ter, dnlled the inner liead; 

Pi'rhed goldcn dreams from many a knowledge-box, 
And left dry facts instead. 


Old heanx, not Cnpid’s, are at fifty bent, 

YVith stooping shonldcrs and with shambling gait; 
Their sinew strings all slack, their arrows spent, 
Their (jnivcrs desolate. 


At fìfty, srholars eease to dream, Avhose yonth 

Teemed with live thonghts, and generous hopes of man; 
All infiux fresh of bcauty and of truth 
Shut out as by a ban : 
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Ud 


Crampcd by a crecd iliat IjoUs its windows down 
Against tlie century’s liglit and vital air, —• 
Thcir dogmas shaped by some provincial town, 
Thcir very gains a snare; 


Life’s bcst aroma gone, wlien years sliould claim 
The boon of calmest thought and widcst scope : 
The ring without the gem; a faded name ; 

An epitaph on hope. 

Not so the fricnd wliosc buoyant step we grcet 
Rounding liis hale half-century to-day, 

Fresh as when earlicr splendors lured his feet 
Àlonu; the enchantcd w 7 av, 

O v 7 

Wlien o’er the land lullcd to unhealthv rest 

*/ 

Ile blew his trumpet toncs or trillcd his song, 

Or wingcd liis earncst arrow \nth a jest 
Àgainst the shield of Avrong. 

The truths w r e scorned so long nnd learncd so late, 
Burnt on the nation’s heart by war’s liot fire, 
Long since he taught. We knoiv now how to rate 
His grave prophctic lyre. 
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Kor less liis gaver moods, wlien wit and joke 
Ran flasliing down liis chords in liumor terse 
And quaint, tlie talk of homely Yaukee folk 
Woven in sparkling verse. 

His sweet enveloping fun, that wTcpped tlie pill 
Of pungent satire, through his wise discourse 
Ituns fresh as ever. Drugs that lieal, not kill, 

Are liis; we know their source. 

He froin the first wrought through his varied rliyme 
For truth, for fatherland, for freedom’s cause, 

As now, through riper learning, in a time 
Of better men and laws. 

Grander than ever now his lyrics ring; 

His humor with a richer flavor fraught; 

Sweeter the willows through his idyls sing; 

His hest his latest thought. 


Ilere under his ancestral elms we meet 
In fireside talk; and in liis social lights, 
Unmindful how the poet’s wingcd feet 
Have trod the lonely heights. 


J. R. L. 
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Forget the midnight lamp, the busy brain, 

The converse with the treasures of his shelvcs, 

And how thc unconscious ccho of his strain 
Makcs music in ourselves. 

TYe grect him here, still young in wit and song, 

His hair unbleached, his eye uudiinmcd, his frame 

Eobust; a scholar ripe, a teacher strong, 

A bard the ages claim. 

TVe pledge the gcnerous heart, the cxubcrant soul, 

No grave professor’s mask can change or liidc. 

Onc toast, “ The friend \ve lovc,” shall sum the wliole, 
Wcre all that *s said, denied. 


For he needs not our homage or our praise : 

He lives in us ; and aìl who know his worth. 
Flattcr him not with formal wrcath of bays 
Grown in your Cambridge earth; 

But crown hiin with the iris of his soul, 

Cauglit from thc sunshinc of his life and name. 
Onr reflex of his light thc aurcole 
Tliat niakcs our love his faine. 


SEA SIÀDOWS. 


Of old the poets sang of thee, O Sea, 

And peopled thee with nymphs and tritons quaint, 
And fell asleep beside thy murmuring waves, 

Or rocking on thy bosom, and forgot 
The tiger heart that crouched and laid in wait 
In seeming slumber. Thy great glooms I sing, — 
Shadows of chaos and wild passion’s deeps, 

And desolations of the unmeasured wastes. 

O smooth, false friend, wlio lured us out too far 
From land and liome, into the realm of storms, — 
Of storms and winter; or in tropic gulfs 
Split our brave ships with thunderbolts; or washed 
In drowning death a hundred beating hearts 
With one sweep of thine arm ; or day by day 
Held us in trances of long sickerting calm, 

Itooted in weary plains of molten glass, 
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Duml) with despair and famine and the dread 
Of pest and fieiy death, with none to help, — 

The burnmg eye of heaven tliat rolled and glared 
At noon, an eye of awful maniac light, 

Our only witness in the unmeasured leagues 
And bottomless abysses ! Thou, O Sea, 

Hidest in thy blue bosom, and within 

Tliy gleaming bars of sand and weed-clad stones, 

All haunting fears and mysteries of death, 

All auguries of chaos and despair. 

In thee, O melancholy mother Sea, 

Lurk all the vast and direfid ocean-shapes, — 

Tlie black leviathan, the ravening shark, 

The liuge sea-snake by mariners beheld, 

The krakens and chimeras strong as death, 

With elephantine tentacles and jaws 
Of slow and sure destruction, and cold eyes 
That fathoms down stare up and mark their prey. 
Thou art the nurse of that swift cuttle-fish, 
Gigantic fleshy spider of grim caves 
’Neath cliifs precipitous, where sucks the tide 
In snaky coils of light and dark and death, 

Leagucs ofF from land, the terror of a drcam ! 
Thine are the shadowy waifs of shapeless growths. 
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Half plant, half fish, fantastic jelly forms 
By raooulight drifting past old ships becalmed 
In suramer nights, while near the Teneriffe 
The loose sails flap like thunder through the dreams 
Of sleeping sailors. Thine the gleaming teeth 
Of white reefs snarling as the ships drive down 
Through hlackening skies. And thine the calmer glooius 
Of sad sea-beaches and their lapping waves; 

The rocks lialf buried in the slippeiy heaps 
Of soaking sea-weed, when the tide is low; 

And, wriggling in the moonlight and the sand, 

The sraall wet. mousters crawling in and out 

The hollows and the ooze; the skull-eyed rocks 

With lianging tufts of yellow oceau liair 

Combed by the salt winds, decked with dead old shells, 

Tricked with the sad waste leavings of the storm, 

And waslied with treacherous kisses of the surf 
That froths and sighs all niglit beneath the moon. 

To thee I come, and scorn thy flattering kiss, 

And liave sraall faitli in thy smooth surface charms. 

Tliou fawnest like a spaniel at my feet. 

I see tlie wild beast iu tliv changeful eyes, 

And trust tliee not. Rather for me the safe 
Green hills and valleys of firm earth, — the joy 
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Of woods and pastures and the thousand homes 
Lit up at evening with home-stars of love^ 

And musical with loving human heaits. 

A truer h'pe of power than thee I find 
In the great mom of Science that hath lit 
Thy shadows, and the skill that treads thee down 
Into a highway for man’s daily steps, 

And the world’s multitudinous fleets. Three gods 
Chiefiy I praise, and not thy Neptune old,— 
Magnet and Vapor aud the Electric Fire, 

Whose forccs taroe tliy spasms, so man thy lord 
Mav plunge across the roaring water-chasms, 

And bridge the measureless, and come and go 
Aud talk at ease across the world. 

Thoutoo, 

0 changeful element that bore onr ship 
Of state upon thy breast! We looked abroad 
To tby horizon level, long, and bìue 
With sumroer skies. We recked not of the storm, 
We dreamed not of the four-years’ hnrricane 
Kaging in battle-fires, and skies of blood, 

And mountain waves that swept the young and brave 
To sudden death or long-drawn agonics; 

Nor saw the suuken reefs beneath tlie blue. 
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Nor tlie dire monsters of thy deeps, nor half 
The hidden horrors of thy treacherous calras: 
But trusted thee and safled upon thy waves, 

THl thy brute force turned on us, hideous, griin, 
Forcing the struggle wherein ■wisdom rosc 
Triumphant. Thee too shall uian’s science tame, 
Ligliting the pathway o’er thy perflous deeps, 
And travel forth and back across tliy wastes, 

And wed. the sundered lands of North and South 
Into one continent of flower and fruit; 

Taking away the blight of all the past, 

Aud the blind chaos of Humanity. 


THE MOUNTAIN PATH. 


Fae, far above 

This easy slope I gaiued, a mountaiu shines 
And darkens sky ward with its crags and pines; 
And upward slowly I move, 

Because I know 

There is no level where I can pause, and say, 

“ This is sure gain.” It is too steep a way 
For mortal foot to go. 

There is no end 

Of things to learn, and books to crain the braiu; 
They who know all, still hunger to attain. 

What boots it that they spend 

Long toiling years 
To gain horizons dim and limitless ? 

The higlier up, the more the soul’s distress 
In alien atmospheres. 
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All is the same. 

What profit hath the scholar more than I ? 
Let bookworms crawl. Better to leap or fly 
With some small earnest aim. 

What is the good 

Of heaping pile on pile of musty lore ? 

Nor paper promises, nor nncoiued ore 
Can buy the spirit’s food. 

Even the flame 

Of morning burning o’er yon cedar heigìits 
Is dull, unless an inward morn delights. 

All sunshine is the same. 


Our skill and wit 

Snare us in useless labor and routine. 

The more we search, the more retires unseen 
Nature the Infinite. 

The same in all. 

And telescope and microscope but teach 
One mystery, far above, below our reach. 
There is no great or small. 


THE MOUNTAIN PATH. 
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No grand or mean; 

No end, and no beginning. For we float 
In Being, and learn all our creeds by rote, 
Nor see tbrough Heaveu’s screen. 


This, mainly this, 

We cling to, — hope that as we upward climb. 
Some essence of the juices of the time, 

Some light we caunot miss, 

Gives toil its worth; 

Secretes and feeds and builds up strong and fair 
The young recipient being with food and air 
Of mingled heaven and earth. 


Only what creeps 

As sap from trunk to tree, from branch to flower, 
Fills with the quiet plenitude of power 
The oak’s unconscious deeps ; 

While south-winds sift, 

Rain falls and sunlight sparkles through the leaves, 
And the gnarled regent of the woods receives 
The heaven’s beuignant gift. 
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What the soul needs, 

It takes to itself, — aromas, sounds, and sights, 
Beliefs and hopes; finds star-tracks through the nights, 
And miracles in weeds; 

Grows unawares 

To greatness, through small help and accidents, 
Puzzling the pedagogue Itoutine, whose tents 
It leaves for manlier cares. 

And hy the light 

Of some great law that shines on passing facts, 

Some nobler purpose blending with our acts, 

We read our tasks aright; 

Ànd gain the trust 

That knowledge is hest wealth. So shall the ends 
Crown the heginnings. He who wisely spends, 
Gathers the stars as dust. 


1868. 


BIRB LANGUAGE. 


One day in the hluest of summer weather, 
Sketching under a whispering oak, 

I heard five bobolinks laughing together 
Over some ornithological joke. 

What the fun was I could n’t discover. 
Language of birds is a riddle on earth. 

What could they find in whiteweed and clover 
To split their sides with such musical mirth ? 

Was it some prank of the prodigal summer, 

Face in the cloud or voice in the breeze, 

Querulous catbird, woodpecker drummer, 
Cawing of crows high over the trees ? 

Was it some chipmunk’s chatter, or weasel 
Under the stone-wall stealthy and sly ? 

Or was the joke about me at my easel, 

Trying to catch the tints of the sky ? 

141 


142 


BIRD LANGUÀGE. 


Stffl they flew tìpsDy, shaldng all over, 

Bubbling witli jollity, brimfol of glee, 

While I sat listenmg deep in the dover, 
Wondermg what their jaigon could be. 

’T was but tbe voice of a morning the brightest 
That ever dawned over yon shadowy hills; 

*T was but the song of all joy that is lightest,— 
Sunshine brealdng in laughter and trflls. 

Vain to conjecture the words they are singing; 

Only by tones can we follow the tune 
In the fiffl heart of the summer fidds ringing, 
Ringing the rhythmical gladness of Jnne! 


THE CHÀNGING YEAB. 


AH, fleetìng year that wilt not panse a day 
To leave a picture of thy changeful moods! 
Glories scarce shown and seen, and snatched away, 
Of sunsets, flushing roses, fields and woods. 

The early hlossoms leave the rugged thom; 

The purple lilacs wither in the lanes; 

The violets’ breath, sweet for one Àpril mom, 

Is stifled in dead leaves and drowning rains. 

The chrome-gold dandelion stars of spring 
Bum out in ashy globes ere June is passed. 

Too soon the hidden thrushes cease to sing, 

Too soon the summer leaves hear autumn’s blast. 

And ere we know, the locust’s long-drawn trlH 
Swells in the August noon, and nights grow cool, 
Ànd see-saw tatydids foretell the chiH 

Of leafless forest and of icy pooL 
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And flaunting golden-rods, and cardinal flowers, 
And drooping golden helmets sldrt tlie streams, 
And sighing winds give warning, and the hours 
Of sunshine waste in cloudy twilight gleams. 

Tet paint thy pictures, Time, and sing thy songs! 

Thy pictures fade, thy songs die on the air. 
Thou canst not take what to the soul helongs, — 
Beauty’s immortal essence eveiywhere. 

The summer goes, brown autumn treads behind, 
White winter scowls afar upon my rhyme. 

I feel a Presence that is unconfined; 

I hear a Yoice whose music fills afl time. 



SOFT, BfiOWN, SMILING EYES. 

SONG. 


I. 

SoFT, brown, smilìng eves, 
Lookwg back tbrongb years, 
Smiling tbrougb tbe mist of time, 
Filling mine witb tears, 

On tbis sunny morn, 

Wbile tbe grape-blooms swing 
In tbe scented air of June, — 
Wby these memories bring ? 


n. 

Silky rippling curls, 

Tresses long ago 
Laid beneatb the sbaded sod 
Wbere tbe violets blow, — 
Wby across tbe blue 
Of tbe peerless day 
Do ye droop to meet my own, 
Now all turned to gray ? 


146 


SOFT, BROWN, SMILING EYES. 


m. 

Yoice whose tender tones 
Break in sndden mirth, 

Heard far back in boyhood’s spring, 
Silent now on eartb, — 

Why so sweet and dear, 

While the bird and bee 
Fill the balmy summer air, 

Come yonr tones to me ? 


IV. 

Sweet, ah, sweeter far 
Than yon thrush’s trill, 
Sadder, sweeter than the wind, 
Woods, or murmuring rill, 
Spirit words and songs 
O’er my senses cieep. 

Do 1 breathe the air of dreams ? 
Do I wake or sieep? 


THE MEAM OP PIIATE’S WIPE. 


" When PDate was set down on the jndgment-seat, his wife sent nnto him, 
saying, ‘ Have thou nothing to do with that just man: for I have suffered 
many tliings this day in a dream becanse of him.” — Matthao xxvìL 19. 

I KNOW my lord would laugh my dream to scom. 

He dreams no dreams; or else sees tmth and dream 
The same. Why should I tell him ? What a night! 
If I should speak its visions, I believe 
The very augurs would declare me mad; 

And these fanatic Jews themselves would say 
No prophet of their sacred books e’er saw 
In fasting trance so weird a world. 

Methought 

I stood before the Temple gates. A vast 
And wondrous moonliglit flooded the huge pile, 

Whose pillars gleamed with stately white and gold. 

And on the steps one stood, and stretched his arms, 
And called, ** Come unto me, come unto me, 

All ye who labor and are heaAyr laden, 
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And I will give you rest! ” Sweet was that voice, 
And plaintive, with an undertone of strength, 

That thrilled the soul with strange unrest and love. 
Nor less did love burn in his eamest eyes. 

But all the people hurried by, and scoffed, 

Or laughed. None came to him. None took his hand. 
Yet still he stood there, like some eloquent 
Grand statue of our Koman Pantheon — 

But different. Jove and Apollo thus 
Never were fashioned by the sculptor’s hand. 

But my dream changed. The golden moonlight paled 
Under a flying scud of mist, and all 
Grew black behind the Temple. Muttering moans 
Of thimder growled afar o’er Olivet. 

The monumental cypresses beyond 
The walls grew blacker, and the olive-trees 
Tossed like gray phantoms, their huge twisted trunks 
Moaning and shivering. A great wind arose 
And bore a blare of trumpets from the west, 

Wailing along the sky. Then shadowy shapes, 

That seemed the semblance of an army, passed, 
Tumultuous, crowding all their serried force 
With chariots and with flying standards on 
Into one solid thunder-cloud, whence rolled 
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Swift balls of fire and crashing tbunder-peals, 

Till the whole Temple rocked. But in the pause 
Between the peals I heard upon the steps 
Tliat voice still plaintive as a wind-harp’s tone. 

“ Jerusalem, Jerusalem! ** it cried; 

“ Thou that dost stone the prophets, thou whose hand 
N iils to the bitter and the shameful cross 
The bringers of good tidings, —ah, how oft 
Would I have gathered thee unto my heart, 

As the hen gathereth her young ! But ye 
Would not. Behold your hour has come! ** 

And tlien, 

The changes of my dream swept me along 
Through streets I never saw, through low-arched doors, 
Through cramped and tortuous caves, up marble steps, 
Through royal halls that opened vistas long, 

Past golden thrones, where kings and emperors 
Sat mute and dead; past endless huriying crowds, 

Past gleaming files of grim centurions, — 

On, till I reached a bleak and windy hill. 

And some one whispered, “ Golgotha! ” There hung 
The youth whom they accuse to-day, upon 
The Roman gibbet. Low his head was bowed 
In agonizing death. But slowly his form 
Grew luininous, and luminous the cross. 
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And the great light increased till all the place 
Was moraing sunshine. And, hehold, the crowd 
Around all vanished in the blaze. Behold, 

The pale kings crumbled on their shadowy thrones. 

The iron legious blew away like smoke. 

Yea, the great Temple and the city walls 
And all the people faded into air. 

But that strange cross, with him who hung thereon, 
Grew to a blinding sun. 

Then a voice spoke, — 

“ The heavenly kingdom cometh upon earth. 

The trath—not mine, but God’s and man’s — the truth 
Man’s soul is bora to iuherit as the air 
And sunshine, comes not to destroy, but comes 
Creating all things new, tiD the whole earth 
Is saturated with the love of Grod, 

Aud all mankind are one great fam3y.’* 

Then, far away, along the horizon’s veige 

I saw a city shining; half on earth 

It seemed, and half in air. “ Perhaps,” I thought, 

“ This is great Rome, and I shaU find the house 

I lived in when a girl, and sliield myself 

In its cool courts from this intense stranffe light.” 

And then I hurried on, o’er rugged rocks, 

O'er windy plains, down valleys dim and damp. 


THE DREAM OF PILATE’S WIFE. 


151 


That held the twilight all day long; tfll all 

Grew dark about me, groping through the gloom. 

Tlien, suddenly, a yawniug precipice 

EnJed my flight, and giddy on its verge 

I sank, and slid — down, down, clutching the air, — 

Sliot through with dizzy horror, — while pale forms 

Of nameless terror at the bottom stood 

And stretched long arms to grasp me, — when I woke. 

I woke, drenched with great drops of agony; 

And Lay awake, counting the weird, wan hours 
Of murky dawn. I will not tell my dream 
To Pilate, only that I dreamed of Him, 

The wondrous teacher, suflering much in dreams. 

I tnist my lord will bear no part to-day 
In this unhallowed trial. Else I fear 
Some hidden curse will light upon our house. 

Such visions cannot be false auguries. 


1869. 


THE DISPUTB OP THB SETEH DATS. 


OnCE on a time the ilavs of the wetk 
Quarrelled and made bad weatlier. 

The point was whieli of the seven was best; 
So they all disputed together. 


And Monday said, “ I wash the clothes 
And Tuesday said, “ I air *em **; 

And Wednesday said, “ I iron the shirts *’; 
And Thursday said, “ I wear *ein.** 


And Friday, “ I ’m the day for fish ’*; 

And Saturday, “ Children love me *’; 
And Sunday, “ I am the Sabbath day, 

I ’m sure there are none above me.** 


O :e said, “ I am the fittest for work *’; 

And one, “ I am fittest for leisure.” 
Another, “ I *m best for pra\'er and praise ”; 
And another, “ I ’m best for pìeasure.” 
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Arguing tlrns, they flapped tlieir wings, 

And pufFed up eveiy feather; 

Thev blew and rained and snowed and hailcd 
There never was seeu such weather. 

Old Father Time was passing by, 

And heard the hurly-burly. 

Said he, “ Here ’s something going wrong; 

It *s well I was up so early. 

“ These children of mine have lost their wits 
And seem to be all non compos. 

I never knew them to gabble thus. 

Hollo there! — stop that rumpus! 

“ I should think you a flock of angry geese, 
To hear your screaming and bawling. 
Indeed, it would seem by the way it snows, 
Goosc-featliers are certainly falling. 

“ You, Sunday, sir, with your starched cravat, 
Black coat, and church-veneering, — 

Tell me the cause of this angry spat; 

Speak loud, — I am hard of hearing. 

7 * 


154 THE DISPUTE OF THE SEVEN DAYS. 

“You are the foremost talker here; 

The wisest sure you should be. 

I little thought such a deuce of a row 
As you are all making, could be.” 

Then Sunday said, “ Good Father Time, 

The case is clear as noonday; 

For ever since the world was made, 

The Lord’s day has been Sunday. 

“ The church — ** Here Monday started up: 

“ The folks are glad when you leave ’em; 
They all want me to give ’era their work, 

And the pleasures of whicli you bereave ’em.” 


But Tuesday said, “ I fìnish your cliorcs, 
And do them as fine as a fìddle.” 

And Wednesday, “ I am the best of you all 
Because I stand in the middle.” 

And Thursday, Friday, Saturday, each 
Said things that I can’t remember. 

And so they might have argued their case 
From March until December. 
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But Father Tempus cut them short: 

“ My children, why this pother ? 

There is no best, there is no worst; 

One day ’s just like another. 

“ To God’s great eye all shine alike 
As in their primal beauty. 

Tliat day is best whose deeds are best; 
That worst that fails in duty. 

“ Where Justice lights the passing hours, 
Where Love is wise and tender, 

There beams the radiance of the skies, 
There shines a day of splendor.” 


A THRUSH IN A GILDED CAGE. 


Was this the singer I had heard so long, 

But never till this evening, face to face ? 

And were they his, those tones so unlike song, 
Those words conventional and commonplace ? 


Those echoes of the usual social chat 

That filled with noise confused the crowded hall 
That smiling face, black coat, and white cravat; 
Those fashionable manners, — was this all ? 


He glanced at freedmen, operas, politics, 

And other common topics of the day; 

But not one brilliant image did he mii 
With all the prosy things he had to say. 

At least I hoped that one I long had known, 

In the inspired books that built his fame, 
Would breathe some word, some sympathetic tone. 
Presh from the ideal region whence he came. 
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And so I leave tlie well-dressed, buzzing crowd, 
And vent my spleen aloue liere bv my fire; 
Mourning the fading of my golden cloud, 

The disappointment of my life's desire. 

Simple enthusiast! why do you require 
A budding rose for every thorny stalk ? 

TVliy must we poets always bear the lyre 
And sing, when fashion forces us to talk ? 


Only at moments comes the muse’s light. 

Alone, like shy wood-thrushes, warble we. 

Catch us in traps like this dull crowd to-night, 

"We are but plain, browu-feathered birds, you see! 


TJNDEE THE SXTLIGHT. 


I HAYE no office with staring sign 
Down in the noise of the crowded mart. 

A window square to the sky is mine 
In an humble loft, where aH apart 
I live, with my friends and books and art. 

No currents of gold from WaH Street come 
To breed the fever of loss and gain; 

But the golden sunlight warms my home, 

Or on my skylight patters the rain, 

As I paint or sing my castles in Spain. 

No checks that smile for a day, and melt, 
The postman brings to my humble door; 

But letters from friends whose love is felt 
To be richer than aH the golden store 
Of the miUionnaire whose soul Ì 3 poor. 
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Crold is good, but ’tis not the best. 

True love’s bank, can it ever break ? 

TVhat if it should ? The sun in the west 
Sinks and rìses again, to make 
A long, long banquet of Give and Take. 

Time is passing, but time is renewed. 

Life runs over with wealth untold. 

Age grows younger in all that is good, 

Eeaping the fields where Touth stood cold 
In the drear bare furrows, and dreamed of gold. 

What if the light of our matin-prìme 

PaJes in the storm with a struggling beam; 

One rìpe day of life’s latter time 
Is worth a hundred of fitful gleam, 

Is worth long years of an aindess dream. 

O misty land of uncertain youth, 

Low-lying swamps of fear and doubt! 

TVe have left you below for the heights of truth. 
We have found through the fogs a pathway out. 
Below us the youths and maidens shout, 

Wandering, careless, through roads unknown, 
TYrapped in the soft, warrn, vapoiy air. 
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Here in the clear, still upper zone 
We see how wide is life, how fair, 

While age’s light gilds age’s care. 

What if the snow-wreath crown our heads? 

We gain the electric strength of frost. 

We are treading the path each mortal treads. 

Wc are nearing the spring. We liave counted the cost. 
We trust, ay, know we shall not be lost 


I IN THEE, AND THOU IN ME. 


1 AM but elay in tby hands, but Tbou art tbe aU-loving 
artist. 

Passive I lie in tby sigbt, yet in my selfhood I strive 

So to embody the life and tbe love tbou ever impartest, 

Tbat in my spbere of tbe finite I may be truly alive. 

Knowing tbou needest this form, as I tby divine inspiration, 

Knowing tbou sbapest tbe clay witb a vision and pur- 
pose divine, 

So would I answer eacb toucb of thy hand in its loving 
creation, 

Tbat in my conscious life tby power and beauty may 
sliine, 

Reflecting the noble intent tbou bast in forming tby 
creatures; 

Waking from sense into life of tbe soul, and tbe image 
of tbee; , / 
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Working with tlice in tliy work to model humanity’s 
features 

Into the likeness of God, myself from myself I would 
free. 

One with all human existcnce, no one ahove or hclow me; 

Lit by thy wisdom and lovc, as roses are steeped in 
the morn; 

Growing from clay to a statue, from statue to flesh, till 
thou know me 

Wrought into manhood celcstial, and in tliine image 
re-born. 

So in thy love will I trust, bringing me sooner or later 

Past the dark screen that dividcs these shows of the 
finite from thee. 

Thine, thine onlv, tliis warm dear life, 0 loving Creator! 

Thine tlie invisible future, born of tlie present, must be. 


TO THE MEMORY OE MAEGÀEET FULLER OSSOLL 

Ode read at the Celebration OF nER Birtiidat bt the 
New Exglaxd Women’s Club, Bostox, Mav 23, 1S70. 


I. 

LlFE’S rearward vistas slowly cìose beliind, 

And evevmore rccede, the glare and shade 
Blcnding in nentral tints far down the glade 
AVhcre youth stcpped unconfined, 

Or bounded upwards, liglit and undismayed, 

Or strugglcd tlirough the underbrush and thorns, 
Bafflcd aiul mad to hear the windincc horns 
So far away triumphant on the heights 
TVliere some foimd truth, some error’s foggy breath, 
Ànd some fame’s cvanescent lights, 

Or dcsolate old age, or crown of early death. 


II. 

Dim in the distancc fade 
The sunshine and tlic shade; 
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And many a light that blazed and sbone, 

Into tbe borizon's mist bas gone. 

One record rises firom our past, 

Tbat shall forever last; 

A name our age can never 
Prom its remembrance sever. 

We bear it in onr hearts to-day, 

Presh as tbe perfume of tbe May. 

It vibrates in tbe air, a ricb, full-cborded strain 
Toucbed witb weird minor moods of pain, 

Tbe music of a life revealed to few, 

Till to the age Death gave the fame long due, 
And made tbe unfinisbed sympbony a part 
Of the great growing century’s mind and hearL 

m. 

But wben I strive tbe music to rebearse, 

How feebly rings my verse! 

And wby intone this melody of rbyme 
For one, the noblest woman of ber time, 

Wliose soul, a pure and radiant chiysolite, 

Dims tbe superfluous arts our social forms invite ? 

Tet sbe wbose car so well could understand 
The singer’s meaniug, tbough unskilled tbe hand 
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That swept the imperfect chords 
Besponsive to his words, 

Would not disdain the slenderest song he brings, 
Nor slight the impulse of the earnest strings. 

So, while we gather here, 

Fain would 1 bring some offering sincere 
Thougb smaU,—a flower or two, 

Pale amaranth, wild rose, or liarebeU blue, 

Or throw ai least a diaplet on her bier. 


rv. 

While others stood aloof and smiled in scorn 
Of one to new and noble effort bora; 

Or from tame rounds of fashion and of wealth 
Turned, glancing back bj stealth, 

And wondered, then but slowly, faintly praised 
The exuberant soul that dared to flash and soar 
Beyond the petty bonnds 
Of their trim garden gronnds, — 

She with wise intuition raised 
Her image of ideal womanhood, 

The incamate True and Fair and Good, 

Set in a light but sehlom seen before. 

Wlìile with the eariy watchers in the dawn 
Of intellectuai faith her hopeful eyes. 
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Patiently waiting, from tlie crowd withdrawn, 

She saw a newer morning rise 
And flame from cloud to cloud, and climb 
Across the dreaiy tracts of time. 

The garnered wisdom of the past she drew 
Into her life, as flowers the sun and dew; 

Tet valued all her varied lore 
But as the avenue and door 
That opened to the Primal Beam 
And sense of Truth supreme. 

And so beyond her earlier bounds she grew, — 

All the quaint essences from study gained 
Pused in a human fellowship anew; 

"While that too conscious life, in younger years o’erstrained, 
Of long, deep, lonely introversion bom, 

Distilled like dews of mom, 

And dropped on high and low the blessing it contained. 
Her glowing pen through many a thoughtful page 
Discoursed in subtle questions of the age, 

Or glanced in lighter mood at themes less grave, 

The brilliant glitter of a summer wave. 

Her sweet persuasive voice we still can hear 
Ruling her charmèd circle like a queen; 

Wliile wit and fancy sparkled ever clear 


ODE TO MARGARET FULLER OSSOLL 167 


Her graver moods between. 

The pure perennial heat 
Of youth’s ideal love forever glowed 
Through all her thoughts and words, and overflowed 
The listeners round her seat. 

So, like some fine-strung golden harp, 

Tuned by many a twist and warp 
Of discipline and patient toil, 

And oft disheartening recoil, — 

Attuned to highest and to humblest use, — 

All her large heroic nature 
Grew to its harmonious stature. 

Nor any allotted service did refuse, 

While those around her but half understood 
How wise she was, how good, 

How nobly self-denying, as she tasked 
Heart, mind, and strength for trnth, nor nobler office asked. 


v. 

Nor honor less, nor praise 
To her whose later days 

Were pledged to lift wronged Justice to her seat. 
And though Rome’s ncw-lit torch 
Blew backward, but to scorch 
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The hand that held it, dropping at her feet, 

Quenched in the patriots’ blood, not incoraplete 
Her task, though all the heroic strains she sang 
To chronicle a struggling nation’s pang— 

The records of the strife 
Tliat agonized its life — 

TVere strewn upon the wind like withered flowers, 

And gulfed in roaring floods, — Italia’s loss, and ours! 

Alas! how could we with our larap of hope 
Eead thy perplexed and darkened horoscope ? 

How could we know, when Destiny’s great loom 
Thy life’s most precious threads inwove 
With all love’s rich embroidery of love, 

That its bright tissue held the shade 
Of death across the golden braid, — 

The inevitable woof of death and tragic doom! 

When ties were sweetest, dearest; 

When love, when hope, were nearest; 

When eyes grew bright to greet thee; 

When arms were stretched to meet thee; 

When all thy life was flowering 
As in a garden home, — 

The storm beyond was lowering, 

The end of all was come! 
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I seem to liear 

The grand, sweet music of that earnest life, 

Grander and sweeter in its later strife, 

Stop, suddenly drowned amid the tempcst drear. 

I hear tliat harp whose strings, 

Whose delicate, thoughtful strings shoidd well have played 
Some hopeful melody of woods and springs; 

Some high heroic march 
Beneath a Roraan arch; 

Some lofty strain that made 
The soul flusli to its sharing 
The soldier’s toil and daring, — 

Swept, like a wind-liarp to wild agony 
By hitter wiuds of destiny; 

Then, musical no more, 

Dead, mute, and shattered on the lonely shore! 


VI. 

Had fate accorded with love’s passionate prayer; 

Had ske lived on with us, with us grown old, 

Througli war, tlirough peace, through present toil and care, 
Through future progress; could she uow hehold 
The triumph of the land, 

Standing uliere now we stand, — 
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Tlie nation saved from brute Eebellion’s strife, 

And pledged to live a newer, healtliier life; 

Had she but seen our wider range, 

The splendor of our coming lights, 

Her vision and her strength grown with her change 
Prom lonely days and nights, 

To all that woman needs to make complete 
In wifehood and maternal ties 
The ripened mind and heart, — a union sweet, 
Tender and strong and wise. 

But ah ! Pate suffered not, 

Nor stayed her hasting feet. 

No record but a blot, 

A cherished leaf or two 
Of tender love and true, — 

No otlier relic sad and sweet 
The cruel sea gave back 
Prom out the storm and wrack, 

From out the billows wild. 

Only one little child 
The weeping sailors bore 
And buried on that shore, — 

All tliat the ocean left of thine and thee, 

O friend, whom we again shall never see! 
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VII. 

Where now, where, 

O spirit pure, where walk those shining feet ? 
Whither, in groves beyond the treaclierous seas, 
Beyond our sense of time, divinely, dimly fair, 
Brighter than gardens of Hesperides, — 

Whither dost thou move on, complete 
And heauteous, ringed around 
In mysteiy profound, 

By gracious companies who share 
That strange, supernal air! 

Or art thou sleepiug dreamless, knowing naught 
Of good or ill, of life or death ? 

Or art thou hut a hreeze of Heaven’s hreath, 

A portion of all life, inwrought 
In the etemal essence ? —All in vain, 

Tangled in misty wehs of time, 

Out on the midiscovered dime 
Our clouded eyes we strain. 

We cannot pierce the veiL 
As the proud eagles fafl 
Upon tlieir upward track, 

And flutter gasping hack 
From the tliiu empyrean, so with wing 
Baffled and humhled, we hut guess 
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All we sliall gain, by all the soul’s distress, 

All we shall be, by our poor wortbiness. 

And so we write and sing 

Our dreains of time and space, and call tbem —beaven. 
We oiily know tbat all is for tbe best; 

To God we leave tbe rest. 

So, reverent beneatb tbe mysteiy 
Of life and deatb, we yield 
Back to tbe great TJnknown tbe spirit given 
A few brief years to blossom in our field. 

Nor sball time’s all-devouring sea 
Despoil tbis brigbtest century 
Of all tbou bast been, and sbalt ever be. 

The age sball guard thy fame, 

And reverence tby name. 

Tliere is no cloud on tbem. There is no deatb for tbee! 


IÀPIS. 


“ Plurbo ante alios (lilectus, Iapis 
Iasides: acri qnondam cui captns aniore 
Ipse suas artes, sua munera, Istos Apollo 
Anguriam, citliaramque, dabat v celeresque sagittas. 
Ille, ut depositi proferret fata parentis, 

Scire potestates beri>arnm, nsnmqne medendi, 
Maluit, et mutas agitare inglorius artes.” 

Viegil, -ExeiJ, B. XIL 


1N Troas, on Mount Ida’s sloping side, 

There lived a shepherd youtli whom Phcebus loved, 
Iapis, old Iasius’ son, his name. 

His father, feeble, aged, many a montb 
Had kept his couch, or basking in the sun 
Sat, mid the mossy rocks that faced the south, 
Before his cottage door. Long had his son. 


His sole attendant, striven to bring back 

His father’s failing strength; but tliey were poor, 

And in all arts medicinal unskilled. 

Tet all was done tliat filial love and care, 

Unschooled iu lore of herbs aud cures, could do. 
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On Ida’s slopes, one niglit, tlie stifled winds 
Of suinmer had all fainted in the heats 
That pressed npon the bosoms of the hills, 

But rose again, with crashing bursts of storm, 

And sweeping rains, that drenched the piny defts; 

And through the incumbent night in blazing spasms 
Flashed far and fast the thunderbolts of Jove; 

A beautiful and blinding light, that all 
The landscape, and the distant towers of Troy, 

And the gray sea away by Tenedos 

Seemed dashed witli sudden shocks of moonliglit mixed 

With chaos and the black of Erebus. 

lapis and Iasius sat beneath 

Tlieir humble roof, and from the casement gazed 

Upon the sky, with long-suspended breath 

Between the ominous intervals of fire 

And tliunder, till at length Iapis spoke. 

“ Father, it is the anger of the gods, 

On us perchance; perchance on Priam’s walls 
Somc overwhelming doom must fall erelong.” 

But old Iasius answered: “ Nay, not so. 

My strength ebbs back, as if a weight of years 
Itolled from my shoulders. Though I am no seer, 

I feel the presence of tlie Olympian will. 
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Masking benignity in portents fierce, 

To work some issuc, all unknown, yet briglit 
For tliee, for me, and for the Trojan realm. 

Lo, now the thumler rolls away; the rain 
Has ceased; and only down the mountain gorge 
The torrents leap in tumbling cataracts. 

The clouds liave parted, and the slcepy storm 
Flutters liis dying fire-wings far away, 

Quivering through domcs and pinnaeles of cloud, 
Wliere on the horizon ride the tossing ships, 
Black-masted, heaving with the occan’s swell. 

I too would rest. Sleep falls, as not for months, 
Upon my weary eyes. Thou too, my son, 

More hopefully go seek thy couch. Some good 
Tlic gods design, else why this wondrous calra ? ” 

At dawn of day Iapis woke. His sire 
Already was awake, a peacefnl smile 
Upon liis lips. “ A happy dream I ’ve had,” 

He said, — “ a drcnin of radiant morn and youth. 
Golden Apollo mingled with my trance, 

And lit with splendor each fantastic sliape 
That flitted through its changcs. Nay, not now, 

I will not tell it now, — some day, some morn, 
When thou, poor shepherd boy, shalt need no more 
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Thy mountain goats, tliy stnff, and liumblc garb, 

And sorry pcnancc and routine of care, 

Linkcd to the fortunes of thy tottering sire. 

Apollo, lo, Apollo lovcs thee, boy ! 

Go fortli this morn, this vcry morn, and build 
An altar to the god in yonder grove. 

Witli hallowed rites and vvilling sacrilìce 
Pray to the god of wisdom and of light.” 

Then forth into the ambrosial air of morn 

Iapis went, much pondering in his mind 

What dream it may liave been that cheered his sire. 

It vas a morning tliat seemed all distillecl 
Of amber, gohl and gems, and dewy scents 
From fields and woods, tlie rhyme of heavcn with eartli. 
Pale in tlie pcarly west the whitc moon hung 
Like an inverted silver cup drained dry, 

After some midnight -banquet of the gods 
Withdiv.wn into the blue, with all their stars. 

Bcyond the windows to thc east uprose 
À grove of ccdars, dark against the dawn. 

Beneath the shadows of the antique boughs 
The spicv odors of the night still lay 
Entangled in the embraccs of the dew. 

And o’er the cedars fiamed the rose and gold 
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Of braidcd ciouds fantastically curlcd, 

Dapplcd and ilccl:ed and slreakcd witli opal tints; 
Ànd all tiic cast was ringing with thc choirs 
Of rapturous birds. So far away it sceracd 
Prom storms and sorrows and all eartlily cares, 

As though ’t wcre but a stcp from Ida’s top 
Into the Olympian calm of dcatliless gods. 

Then down thc eastern slope Iapis stepped, 

Till the dcnse cedars, opening, half disclosed, 
Through branches interlaced, the impcrial mom 
That burned from amber-gray to crimson-gold, — 
The coining presence of tlie god of light. 

Then, as Iapis thought to grasp his bow 
And arrows, aud to slay a tawny wolf, 

As offered victim at Apollo’s shrine, 

(So had the youth bcen taught by custom old) 
Siuldcn uprose the suu; and in the sun 
A face, whosc beauty thrillcd him with strange awe. 
And whether lie werc slceping or awake, 

He knew not; yet thcse words into liis soul 
Passcd, witli the rapture of the rising sun : 

“ Iapis, not from thce do I require 
The deatli of aught, tliough ’t werc a prowliug wolf 
About thy slieepfold. Sacrihce to me 
8 * 
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Is naught, wlien true devotion such as thine 
I know, and know thy depths of love untold. 

Fair youth, long, long have I from heights serene 
Yearued for communiou witli the soul enshrined 
Witliin thy mortal frame. Now have I come 
To offer thee the gifts a god alone 
Can give. Lo, here thou liv’st a shepherd’s life, 
Obscure, inglorious, far from men and towns, 

Far frora the toils and fame of mighty men 
Wliose words shake kingdoms, or whose daring hands 
O’erthrow the embattled masoniy of time; 

Or who, with wisdom half allied to ns, 

Invert the future; or who sweep the lyre, 

And chant the strains that live from age to age, — 
Our favorites, yet no dearer to our soul 
Than thou. These, for the love I bear, O youth, 
These gifts, Apollo’s gifts, if thou but choose; 

Are thine, thou consecrate alone to me! ” 

With head bowed down and with a faltering tongue, 
As one o’erburdened with a weight of love 
He not deserves, or one who cannot gauge 
With customaiy measuring-wand the depths 
Of knowledge liidden, hidden yet desired, 

And though desired, so hard to be attained; 
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Not all contented with his present lot, 

Tet fearing somewhat the steep, slippeiy heights 
Trod by the shining heroes of his dreams, 

Iapis thus replied: “ O thou who rul’st 
Tlie sun, the day, the march of year on year 5 
O Pount of light, whom with my simple vows 
In rustic fashion eveiy mom I adore! 

I am unworthy to accept such gifts. 

I know not what they are, I can but guess 
Their grandeur; seek some fitter man than me.” 

He paused. Again the golden Presence spoke: 

“ To plead in senates, to enchain the crowd 
With words of magic eloquence, to know 
The impenetrable future, to ensnare 
The secrets of all depths and heights of power, 

To wing the arrow from the sounding bow 
With fatal aim, to know the muse divine, 

And thrill the world with poesy and song, — 

Think well, these gifts are thine, if thou but choose ; 
For I do love thee better than thou know’st.” 

So radiant was the sun-god’s smile, as thus 
He spcke, so winning were his tones, so near 
He seemetl to come, it was as though some friend 


180 


IAPIS. 


Of lialf-remembered form, met in a dream, 

Held speech with him in sympathetic tones. 

Then said Iapis, — for he had pondered long, 

And thonght upon his hoary-headed sire,— 

“ O great Apollo, thou hast left unnamed 

One gift of thine, — one power that I would pme 

0*er all the rest that thou hast offered me. 

I have a father, suffeiing, bent with age, 

And he is dear to me, as I to him. 

Grant, if it be thy will, most mighty one, 

Grant me the knowledge of these herbs that grow 
About my feet and in the mountaiu-clefts, 

To know their essence, and extract the cures 
That lurk within their leaves and flowers and roots, 
And how and when with art medicinal 
To use — sol mav make e*en poison serve 
Tlie ends of restoration — every plant 
Tliat suns itself beneath thy sovereign eye. 

Thus to my failing sire shall I bring back 
His youth and health, and so rejoice with him. 
Thus too shall I araid our cities serve 
hly countrymen, should war or fell disease 
Besiege their walls, and know life’s noblest use, 

To help my fellow-meu.** 
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Then Phoebus smfled 
With light so radiantly sweet, the youth 
Saw how each little flower and mountain weed 
Turned to the sun-god; while such fragrance fifled 
The morn, as never save in heaven is known, 

When afl the gods are at their ambrosial feasts. 

And so Iapis knew his prayer was heard, 

And joyful to his hut retumed, and told 
Afl to his sire. “ Lo now,” Iasius said, 

“ My dream comes true; but other than I dreamed. 
Riches, and power, and hidden lore, and skfll 
In auguiy and arcliery and the lute 
And poet’s pen, — all these my fancy found 
For thee in vision, but no power to know 
The virtues of the commonest weed that grows, 

To use the seeming useless, and so heal 
And save from pain and death thy fellow-men. 

For what would it avail, tliough thou shouldst stand 
A trained familiar at the awful doors 
Of life and death and miracle and fate, 

Knowing the things that God alone should know ? 
Or what to wing the viewless shaft of death, 
Destroying, where thy hand should save and bless ? 
Or say tliat thou shouldst own the higher gifts 


m 


IAP1S> 


Of eloquence and poesy and song ? 

Better than poet’s dreams and singer’s tones, 

The task to win the secrets wrapped and hid 
In Nature’s mute and unresponsive breast, 

Whose powers unlocked by thought shall lift the race 
Of man to endless happiness and strength. 

\Yho toils for fame and power may slip and fall 
And crumble to a puff of worthless dust; 

Who lives to help his kind, how mean soe’er 
His lot may be, deserves, not love alone 
Of all the immortals, but a fellowship 
With them shall win, that honors Jove himself.” 


TIE WOKKSHOP AND THE BEONZE. 


The heaving bellows pants no more, 
The fiery forge is cold and stiH, 

Wide open stands the furnace door, 

The ashes on the hearth are chill; 
The noise, the labor, and the heat are o*er. 


The pale light of the waning day 

Through dim and smoky windows falls, 
And gleams with melancholy gray 

On scattered tools and blackened walls; 
The weary workmen all have gone away. 

But on a pedestal, behold, 

There stands a statue of a man, — 

A bronze as perfect-pure as gold, — 
Completion of the artist’s plan, 

Shaped in the lieat, consummute from the mould. 
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O tliou througti toil and furnace-firea 

Purged of the dross that marred thy youth, 
And moulded to divine desires 

By master-hands of love and truth, 

Till all thy being to the Best aspires, — 

Thy earthly house that saw thy prime 
Alive with busy thought and hand 
May empty lie. But thou sublime 
Shalt in thy soul’s fair image stand, 

And smile at fate and all the change of time. 


THE EVENING PEIHBOSE. 


“ What are you looking at ? ** the fàrmer said; 

“ That *s nothing but a yellow flowering weed-’* 
We tumed, and saw our neighbor’s grizzled head 
Above the fence, but took of him no heed. 


There stood the simple man, and wondered much 
At us, who wondered at the twilight flowers 
Bursting to life, as if a spirit’s touch 

Awoke their slumbering souls to answer ours. 

“ It grows all o’er the island, wild,** said he; 

“ There are plenty in my field : I root *em out. 
But, for my life, it puzzles me to see 

What you make such a wonderment about.** 

Tlie good man turned and to his supper went; 
While, kneeling on the grass with mute delight 
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Or uhispcred words, around tlic plant wc bent, 

To watcli tlie opening buds tliat love the niglit. 

Slowly tlie rosy dusk of eve departed, 

And onc by one tlie pale stars bloomed on liigli; 

And one t>y one cach foldcd calyx started, 

And hared its golden petals to the sky. 

One throh from star to flower seemed pulsing tlirou 
The night, — one living spirit blending all 

In hcauty and in mystery ever new, —- 

One harmonv divine through grcat and small. 

E’cn our plain neighhor, as lie sips his tea, 

I douht not, through his window feels tlie sky 

Of cvcning hring a sweet and tcnder plca 
Tliat links him cven to dreamers sucli as I. 

So through the symhol-alphahet that glows 
Through all crcation, higher still and higlier 

The spirit huilds its faith, and cver grows 
Bcyond the rudc form of its first dcsire. 

O boundless Beauty and Beneficence ! 

O deathless Soul that hreathcst in the wccds 
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Ànd in a starlit sky ! — e’en through the rents 
Of accident thou scrv’st all human needs ; 

Nor stoopcst idly to our petty cares; 

Nor knowest great or small, since folded in 
By universal Love, all being sliares 

The life that ever shall be or hath been. 

October 10, 1872. 


IN A CHURCH. 


i. 

The organ breathed in barmonies so sweet, 

That Paradise, with sons of light and air, 

And daughters of the morn, seemed floating ronnd: 

Eich modulations, vaulting fugues that bear 
The heart a captive; as when Ganymede 
Borne by Jove’s eagle to the Olympian feast, 

Sees the earth fade, and all the sky becomes 
Before his gaze one wide auroral east. 


II. 

The sunshine, flashing through the flying cloud, 
Struck on the many-tinted window-panes, 

And dashed a chord of colors on the wall, 

Now strong, now fading like the dying strains, — 
A prismy gush of hues that slid oblique 

Down the gray columns, like a glowing truth 
Whose white light tinted in a poet’s brain 

Breaks in a thousand rhymes of love and youth. 
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The hour was framed for silent thought and prayer, 
The place should seem a heavenly shepherd’s fold. 
We waited for a voice that might sustain 
Our spirits’ flight, nor let the air grow cold 
About our wings, hut bear us higher still, 

Till touched by faith and love and wisdom pure, 
We felt the power that lifted mau to God, — 

The central truths no dogmas could obscure. 


IV. 

Ànd yet the priest, discordant mid accords, 

With waste of words, half truth, half error mixed, 
Thin homilies and theologic prayers, — 

He only jarred the music, spread betwixt 
Nature and God a cloud that dimmed the sun, 

And made the inspiring church a vaulted tomb; 
And not till once again we trod the street 
Yanished that shadow of imagined doom. 


DECEMBER. 


JNO more the scarlet maples flash and bum 
Their beacon-fires from hilltop and from plain; 

The meadow-grasses and the woodland fern 
In the bleak woods lie withered once again. 

The trees stand bare, and bare each stony scar 
TJpon the cliffs; half frozen glide the rills ; 

The steel-blue river like a scimitar 

Lies cold and curved between the dusky hills. 

Over the upland farm I take my walk, 

And miss the flaunting flocks of golden-rod; 

Each autumn flower a diy and leafless stalk, 

Each mossy field a track of frozen sod. 

I hear no more the robin’s summer song 

Through the gray network of the wintry woods; 

Only the cawing crows that all day long 
Clamor about the windy solitudes. 
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Like agate stones upon earth’s frozen breast, 

The little pools of ice lie round and still; 
While sullen clouds shut downward east and west 
In marble ridges stretched from hill to hilL 

Come once again, O southern wind, — once more 
Come with thy wet wings flapping at my pane; 
Ere snow-drifts pile their mounds about my door, 
One parting dream of summer bring again. 

Ah, no! I hear the windows rattle fast; 

I see the first flakes of the gathering snow, 

That dance and whirl before the northern blast. 
No countermand the march of days can know. 

December drops no weak, relenting tear, 

By our fond summer sympathies ensnared; 

Nor from the perfect circle of the year 
Can even winter’s crystal gems be spared. 


1872. 


A CHINESE STOKY 


NoNE are so wise as they who make pretence 
To know what fate conceals from mortal sense. 
This moral from a tale of Ho-hang-ho 
Might have been drawn a thousand years ago, 
Long ere the days of spectacles and lenses, 
When men were left to their unaided senses. 


Two young short-sighted fellows, Chang and Ching, 
Over their chopsticks idly chattering, 

Fell to disputing which could see the best. 

At last they agreed to put it to the test. 

Said Chang, “ A marble tablet, so I hear, 

Is placed upon the Bo-hee temple near, 

With an inscription on it. Let us go 
And read it (since you boast your optics so), 
Standing together at a certain place 
In front, where we the letters just may trace. 
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Then he who qnickest reads the inscrìption there 
The palm for keenest eyes henceforth shall bear.” 

“ Agreed,” said Ching; “ and let us try it soon. 
Suppose we say to-morrow afternoon.” 

“ Nay, not so soon,” said Chang; “ I ’m bound to go 
To-morrow a day’s ride from Ho-hang-ho, 

And slia’ n’t be ready till the following day. 

At ten a. m. on Thursday, let us say.” 

So ’t was ananged. But Ching was wide awake. 

Time bv the forelock he resolved to take; 

And to the temple went at once, and read 
Upon the tablet, “ To the illustrìous Dead, 

The cliief of Mandarins, the great Goh-Bang.” 

Scarce had he gone, when stealthily came Chang, 

Who read the same; but peering closer, he 
Spied in a corner what Cliing failed to see, —- 
The words, “ This tablet is erected here 
By those to whom the great Goh-Bang was dear.” 

So, on the appointed day— both innocent 
As babes, of course—these honest fellows went 
And took their distant station. And Chiug said, 

“ I can read plainly, * To the illustrious Dead, 

Tlie chief of Mandarins, the great Goh-Bang.’ ” 

“ And is that all that you can spell ? ” said Chang. 
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“ I see what vou have read, but furthermore, 

In smaller letters, toward the temple door, 

Quite plain, * This tablet is erected here 

By those to whom the great Goh-Bang was dear.’ ** 

“ My shaTp-eyed friend, there are no such words! ” said 
Ching. 

“ They ’re there,” said Chang, “ if I see anything, 

As clear as daylight! ” “ Patent eyes, indeed, 

Tou have! ” cried Ching. “Do you tliink I cannot 
read?” 

“ Not at this distance, as I can,” Chang said; 

“ If what you say you saw is all you read.” 

In fìne, they quarrelled, and their wrath increased; 

Till Chang said, " Let us leave it to the priest. 

Lo, here he comes to meet us.” “ It is well,” 

Said lionest Ching; “ no falsehood he will telL” 

The good man hcard their artless stoiy through, 

And said, “ I think, dear sirs, there must be few 
Blest witli sueh wondrous eyes as those you wear. 

Tliere ’s no such tablet or inscription there. 

There Avas one, it is true; *t was moved away 
And placed icithin the temple yesterday.” 


A SONG 01* HOME. 


i. 


Here we are once more together 
Wliere we parted long ago: 
Father, mother, sisters, brothers; 

Hearts and faces all aglow. 

Rain is on the roof above ns, 

£ut no cloud can cliill our joys 


Round the old familiar table, 

As we sat when girls and boys. 

What care we for wind and rain ? 
We are aR at home again. 


II. 

Here still hang the dear old pictures, 
And the old books we uscd to share; 
Here ’s the old arm-chair in tlie corner, 
Aud the old clock upon the stair; 
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There the roses at the window 
Tossing np against the pane, 

And the old pear-tree in the garden, 

And the lilacs in the lane. 

What care we for wind and rain ? 
We are all at home again. 

III. 

O, the weary days we ’ve wandered 
Yanish in the fìreside’s glow; 

And the happy hours of childhood 
Glimmer hack from long ago. 

Storms may beat upon our dwelling. 

Light the lamps of love and home. 

We are all once more together, 

Never, never more to roam. 

What care we for wind and rain ? 
We are all at home again. 


A SPRING-GROWL. 


g is come. 


I. 

WOTJLD you think it ? Sprin: 

Winter ’s paid his passage home; 
Packed his ice-box, — gone — half-way 
To the Arctic Pole, they say. 

But I know the old ruffian still 
Skulks about from hill to hill, 

Where his freezing footprints cling, 
Though ’t is Spring ? 


II. 

Heed not what the poets sing 
In their rhymes about the Spring. 
Spring was once a potent queen, 
Robed in blossoms and in green. 
That, I think, was long ago. 

Is she buried in the snow, 

Deaf to all our carolling, — 

Poor old Spring ? 
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‘Windows rattling in the night; 
Shutters that you thought were tight 
Slamming back against the wall; 
Ghosts of burglars in the hall; 
Roaring winds and groaning trees; 
Chimneys shuddering in the breeze; 
Doleful dumps in everything,— 
Such is Spring. 


IV. 

Sunshine trying hard awhile 
On the bare brown fields to smile; 
Frozen ruts and slippery walks ; 
Gray old crops of last year’s stalks; 
Shivering hens and moping cows; 
Curdled sap in leafless boughs 
Nipped by Winter’s icy sting, — 
Such is Spring. 


v. 

Tet tlie other day I heard 
Sometliing that I thought a bird. 
He was brave to come so soon; 
But liis pipes were out of tune. 
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And he chirped as if each note 
Came from flannels round his throat, 
And he liad no heart to sing, — 

Ah, poor thing! 


VI. 

If there comes a little thaw, 

Still the air is chill and raw. 

Here and there a patch of snow, 
Dirtier tlian the ground helow, 
Dribhles down a marsliy flood; 
Ankle-deep you stick in mud 
In the meadows, — while you sing, 
“ This is Spring.” 

VII. 

Are there violets in the sod, 
Crocuses bencath the clod ? 

When will Boreas give us peace ? 
Or has Winter signed a lease 
For another month of frost, 
Leaving Spring to pay the cost ? 
For it seems lie still is king, 

Though ’t is Spring. 


Staten Island, March 26, 1873. 


WAITING BY THE SEÀ 


ÀLONE upon tlie windy hills 
I stand and face tbe open sea, 

And drìnk the southera breeze which fiHs 
The sails that hring my love to me. 

Far out the shores and woodlands reach, 
TiH lost in mists of pearly gray, 

Or crossed hy lines of yellow heach, 

And fiashing hreahers far away. 


Alone npon the windy slopes 
I watch the long hlne levèl wafl 
Of ocean, where my wingèd hopes 
Like fluttering sea-hirds fly and call. 
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O happy pilot-boats that dance 
Across the sparkling miles of sea! 

O greet her, should ye hail by chance 
The sliip that bears my love to me! 

And does she lean upon the deck 
And strain her eyes till land appears, 

As I to catch the white-winged speck 
That clears away my gathering fears ? 

By long low beach and wooded crag 
The crowded sails go glimmering past; 

But none that bear the well-known flag 
And pennon streaming from the mast. 

O ocean, wrinkling in the sun! 

O breeze that blowest from the sea! 

Waft into port, ere day is done, 

My love, my life, again to me! 

She comes, she comes ! I see the sails 
Like rounded sea-shells full aud white. 

I hear the booming gun that hails 
The coining of my heart’s delight. 
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I hear tlie sailors’ distant song; 

They crowd the deck in hnstling glee 
And there is one amid the throng 
Who waves a rosy scarf to me. 

The sun has set; thc air is stOl; 

The twilight reddens o’er the sea 5 
The full moon rises o’er the hill; 

But joy like sunrise shines for me. 


1873. 


SHELLING PEAS. 


A PASTORAL. 


JNO, Tom, you may banter as much as you please; 

But it ’s all the result of the shellin’ tliem peas. 

Why, I had n’t the slightest idea, do you know, 

That so serious a matter would out of it grow. 

I tell you wliat, Tom, I do feel kind o’ scared. 

I dreamed it, I hoped it, hut never once dared 
To hreathe it to her. And hesides, I must say 
I always half fancied she fancied Jim Wray. 

So I felt kind o’ stuffy and proud, and took care 
To he out o’ the way when tliat feller was there 
A danglin’ around ; for thinks I, if it ’s him 
Thit Katy likes hest, wliat ’s the use lookin' grim 
At Katv or Jim, — for it ’s all up with rae; 

And I ’d hetter jest let ’em alone, do you see ? 

But you would n’t have thought it; tliat girl never keered 
The snap of a pea-pod for Jim’s hushy beard. 

Well, here ’s how it was. I was takin’ some berries 
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Across near her garden, to leave at Aunt Maxy’s; 

Wlien, jest as I come to the old ellum-tree, 

All alone in the shade, that June momin’, was she — 
Shellin’ peas — setting there on a garden settee. 

I swan, she was handsomer ’n ever I seen, 

Like a rose all alone in a moss-work o’ green. 

Well, there was n’t no use; so, says I, I ’ll jest linger 
And gaze at her here, hid hehind a syringa. 

But she heard me a movin’, and looked a hit frightened. 
So I come and stood near her. I fancied she hrightened 
And seemed sort o’ pleased. So I hoped she was well; 
And — would she allow me to lielp her to shell? 

For she sot with a monstrous hig dish full of peas 
Jest fresli from the vines, which she held on her knees. 

“ May I help you, Miss Katy ? ” says I. “ As you please, 
Mr. Baxter,” says she. “ But you ’re husy, I guess ” — 
Glancin’ down at my herries, and then at her dress. 

“ Not the least. There ’s no hurry. It ain’t very late; 
And I ’d rather he here, and Aunt Mary can wait.” 

So I sot down heside her; an’ as nohody seen us, 

I jest took the dish, and I held it hetween us. 

And I thought to myself I must make an endeavor 
To know whicli she likes, Jim or me, now or never! 

But I couhl n’t say nothin’. We sot there and lield 
That green pile hetween us. She shelled, and I shelled; 
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And pop went the pods; and I could n’t lielp thinkin’ 

Of popping the question. A kind of a sinkin’ 

Come over my spirits ; till at last I got out, 

“ Mister Wray ’s an admirer of yours, I ’ve no douht 
You see him quite often.” “ Well, sometimes. But why 
And what if I did ? ” “ O, well, nothin’,” says I. 

“ Some folks says you ’re goin’ to marry him, though.” 

“ Who says so ? ” says she; and slie flared up like tow 
When you tlirow in a match. “ Well, some folks that I 
know.” 

“ ’T ain’t true, sir,” says she. And slie snapped a hig pod, 
Till the peas, right and left, flew all over the sod. 

Then I looked in her eyes, hut she only looked down 
With a blush that she tried to chase ofif with a frown. 

“ Then it ’s somehody else you like lietter,” says I. 

“No, it ain’t though,” says she; and I thought she 
would cry. 

Tlien I tried to say somethin’; it stuck in my tliroat, 
And all my idees were upset and afloat. 

But I said I knew somebody ’d loved her so long — 
Though he never had told her — witli feelin’s so strong 
Ile was ready to die at her feet, if she cliosed, 

If she only could love him! — I hardly supposed 
That she cared for liim much, thougli. And so, Tora, — 
and so, — 
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For I thought that I saw how the matter would go, — 
With my heart all a jumpin’ with rapture, I found 
I had taken her hand, and my arm was around 
Her waist ere I knew it, and she with her head 
On my shoulder, — but no, I won’t tell what she said. 
Tlie birds sang above us; our secret was theirs; 

The leaves whispered soft in the wandering airs. 

I tell you the world was a new world to me. 

I can talk of these things like a book now, you see. 

But the peas ? Ah, the peas in the pods were a mess 
Bather bigger than those that we sheUed, you may guess. 
It ’s risky to set with a girl shellin’ peas. 

You may tease me now, Tom, just as much as you please. 


LOiriS NAPOLEOIT. 


bO, he is gone, — the shadow of a name! 

Long since we saw the dull, expirìng flame 
Flare in its socket. What he was and did 
From Europe and the world cannot be hid; 

The crowned adventurer, who set his heel 
Upon a people, and with clamps of steel, 

Called law and order, fastened deep and broad 
A throne sustained by peijuiy, force, and fraud. 

Look back a few short years, and ask what gain, 
What boon, to Europe was Napoleon’s reign. 

“ He fought for Italy,” you say. T is true. 

But then he always held himself in view, — 
Himself first, Erance’s strength and gloiy nexL 
Austria must needs be humbled; England vexed, 
Left playing second, with her eyes askance, 
Droning a surly moral bass, while France 
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Led on the battle orcbestra. Her name 
Must glow ancw with the old chivalric flame; 

And he — tlie man of destinv — the head 
Of the new movement. So his armies bled 
In Lombardy. He, with his brave Zouaves, 

Would do no thing, and least tliis thing, by halves. 
All went like clock-work. Francc was ever great 
In system. But, unlucKÌly, tlie gate 
That led to Venice was too strongly ban*ed. 

Yes, as you say, it was a trifle hard 

For the orchestral leader to plunge o’er 

Those quadrilateral bars through smoke and gore; 

To see his brave men — those swift living notes 
In his heroic symphony — their coats 
Stained dcep in Solferino’s dust and blood, 
Marshalled again to serve as naught but food 
For powdcr, — faces gaslicd and burnt and bluiTed 
By bavonet, ball, and fever. So the word 
Was givcn to cliange the programme; for the war 
Was swclling to a size too great by far, 

Involving interests which Avcre not “ France.’* 

Further he would not, could not now advance, 
Thougli Frecdom stood dismayed. A trcaty straight 
Was signed, before thc act sliould be too late: 
Sardinia keeping all that shc had won; 
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But Venice, pining for the air and sun, 

And stretched upon her Austrian dungeon-floor, 

Must needs be left bound doser than before. 

Hard, when her prison was about to ope, 

To bolt it in her face, to kiD her hope! 

But Erance, and Europe, and that blessed fiction, 

“ Balance of power,” had wrought more cool conviction. 

So Yillafranca’s treaty closed the lid 
Of the Pandora-box, and Hope was left; 

And what the lion failed in, the fox did. 

For Erancis Joseph must have been bereft 
Of brains, to be outwitted there and then,— 

His sails struck windless by a stroke o' the pen ; 

His long-famed cunning all outdone and shamed, 

That he consented to a treaty framed 
Purposely vague, to favor Italy, 

Leaving an opcn door he did not see. 

" Bring the Dukes back,” forsooth; but nothing said, 
Should the good people choose to rule instead. 

This credit then he takes, — Napoleon 
Suffered the Revolution to move on ; 

He could not interfere to keep the kings 
TVhen the unfettered couutries spread their wings. 
Prudently stood aside, when down the sìope 


N 


210 


LOUIS NAPOLEON. 


The great machine rolled, freighted with the hope 
Of nations who with shouts of joy beheld 
(By nature’s law of gravity impelled) 

The car of state, so long a stranded thing 
On lonely heights, the plaything of a hing, 

Now move on common roads where hrethren mcet 
In friendly intercourse and converse sweet. 

But never with a finger-tip did he 
E’er thrust aside superfluous tyranny. 

Enough for him that kings were kings; this fact 
Pledged him to keep their right divine intact. 

Magician though he was, he raised a ghost 
He could not lay, and made this fault a boast; 
Built up a throne veneered and varnished well 
With democratic gloss, a glittering shell 
That feared the people’s touch, and ill could bear 
The slightest breeze of Ereedom’s common air; 
While he who filched the empire, like a thief, 
Proclaimed himself the nation’s chosen chief. 

Imperial author, writing special pleas 
Eor liberal tyranny and a conquered peace, — 
Himself his only judge, he from their nooks 
Drove out the critic rats that gnawed his books. 
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Long-armed policeman, smothering Freedom’s fires; 
Spider-like sitting in a web of wires 
Netting all Europe from his central ring; 

Throttling the editorial gnats whose sting 
Or buzz protests against the bands that wind 
The despot’s cobwebs round the free-born mind; 

Yet loudly boasting that his power relies 
Upon the votes of his dear tangled flies. 

How long he sat, — this Csesar of the stage, 

This bold, pretending patron of the age! 

Muzzled the press, yet bade the people think; 

Knelt to the Pope, but gave the crowd a wink; 

Now capped a Cardinal, now endowed a school; 
Permitted suffrage, under iron rule; 

Gave wings to trade, but clogged all daring thought, 
Counting all counsel but his own as naught; 

Put new wine in old bottles, best in worst, 

And clamped them round with iron, lest they burst; 
Forced two extremes to mariy, last with first; 

Wed light to darkness, and misnamed the brood 
Born of the union, Erance’s highest good. 

Professing friendship for our western main, 

He hoped to split our continent in twain; 
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And while onr back is turned to grasp our foe, 
Drives in an Austrian wedge at Mexico; 

Finds he has bungled sadlv, and would fain 
Withdraw poor Maximilian again. 

Would like to recail his forces too from Kome, 

But fears the hubbub of his priests at home. 

So, pledged to God and Mammon, he prolongs 
The strife with chaos, smiles on rights and wrongs 
The Pope’s non possumm most blandly hears, 

Aaid leaves poor Rome in misery and in tears; 
Prates loud of nations’ rights, and ten times o’er 
Opens and shuts a people’s prison-door. 

Now, time brings round its retribntions strange. 
O’er Europe’s face there sweeps a mighty change. 
Now Gerraany compact and bristling stands 
Guarding her blue Ehine from the invader’s hands. 
Now Yenice sets her sea-pearl in the ring 
Worn by young Italy’s victorious king. 

Now Rome, e’en Rome, must add her etemal fame 
To a tlirone upborne by Garibaldi’s name; 
Unguarded by her Gallic sentinel, 

She loosely holds the keys of heaven and hell; 

Her Pope, wliose tliunders rattled west and east, 
Cliangcd by a pen-scrawl to a harmless priest. 
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And lic, the mighty Empcror, whose word 
Held Europe spell-bound, in war’s thunders hcard 
A voice that overruled his subtile tricbs, 

His blunders and liis shufliing politics, 

His sham democracy, his hard decrees, 

His double-dealings and diplomacies. 

These brought their sure results, — arabìtion checked, 
A tarnished splendor, and an empire wrecked, 

Ainl that distrust through every heart that crept, 

At riglits withlield and promises unkept; 

TVhile dowmvard sank liis star, unmourued of all 
TVho hail the nation’s rise, thc usurper’s fall; 

Till death has swept away the last frail chance 
That cheered the fricnds of tyranny in Erance. 


BY THE SIOBE OF THE BIVEB. 


THEOUGH the gray willows the Meak winds are raving 
Here on the shore with its driftwood and sands. 
Over the river the lflies are waving, 

Bathed in the snnshine of Orient lands. 

Over the river, the wide, dark river, 

Spring-time and summer are Mooming forever. 

Here aH alone on the rocks I am sitting, 

Sitting and waiting, — my comrades aH gone, — 
Shadows of mysteiy drearily flitting 

Over the surf with its sorrowful moan,— 

Over the river, the strange, cold river. 

Ah, must I wait for the boatman forever? 

Wife and childTen and friends were around me ; 

Labor and rest were as wings to my soul; 
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Honor and love were tlie lanrels tliat crowned me ; 
Little I rected how the dark waters rolL 
But the deep river, the gray misty river, 

All that I lived for has taken forever. 

SDently came a hlack boat o’er the hillows; 

Stealtliily grated the keel on the sand; 

Kustling footsteps were heard through the willows; 
There the dark hoatman stood waving his hand, 
AYliispering, “ I come, — from the sbadowy river; 
She who is dearest must leave thee forever! ** 

Suns that were hrightest and sldes that were hluest 
Harkened and paled in the message he hore. 

Tear after year went the fondest, the truest, 

Following that beckoning hand to the shore. 
X)own to the river, the cold, grim river, 

Over whose waters they vanished forever. 

Tet not in visions of grief have I wandered; 

Still have I toiled, though my ardors have flown. 

Lahor is manhood; and life is hut squandered 

Dreaming vague dreams of the future alone. 

Tet from the tides of the mvstical river 

* 

Yoices of spirits are whispering ever. 
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Lonely and old, in the dnsk I am waiting, 

Till tlie dark "boatman with soft muffled oar 
Glides o’er the waves, and I hear the keel grating, — 
See the dim beckoning hand on the shore, 
Wafting me over the welcoming river 
To gardens and homes that are shining forever! 


TIE AMERICAN PANTHEON. 


WHEN Rufus Griswold built liis Pantheon wide, 

And set a liundred poets round its walls, 

Did he believe their statues would abide 
The tests of tirae upon their pedestals ? 

A hundred poets ! Some in Parian stone, 

Perchance ; and some in brittle plaster cast; 

And some mere busts, wliose names are hardly known; 
Dii minorea of a voiceless past. 

Time was when many there so neatly niched 
Held each within his court a sovereign sway; 

Each in his turn his little world enriched, 

The ephemeral poet-laureate of his day. 

Ah, what is fame ? Star after star goes out, — 

Lost Pleiads in the firmament of truth; 

Our kings discrowned ere died the distant shout 
That liailed the coronation of their youth. 
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Few are the world’s great singers. Ear apart, 
Thrilling with love, yet wrapped in solitude, 

They sit commumng with the common heart 
That binds the race in human brotherhood. 

A wind of heaven o’er their musing breathes, 

And wakes them into verse, — as April tums 

The frozen sods to violets, and unsheathes 
The forest flowers amid the leaves and ferns. 

And we who dare not wear the immortal crown 
And singing robes, at least may hear and dream, 

While strains from prophet lips come floating down 
Inspired by them to sing some humbler theme. 

Nay, nothing can be lost whose living stems 
Kooted in truth sprang up to beauty’s flower. 

The spangles of the stage may flout the gems 
On queenly breasts, but only for an hour. 

The fashion of the time may claim its own; 

The soul whose vision custom cannot bar, 

Tlie heart that trusts its natural pulse, alone 
Can hope to light the ages, like a star. 
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O, not for fame the poet of to-day 

Shonld hunger. Though the world his music scorn, 
The after-world may hear, — as mountains gray 
Echo from depths unseen the Alpine hom. 

So while around this Pantheon wide I stray, 

Where poets from Freneau to Fay are set, 

I doubt not each in tum has sung some lay 
The world will not be willing to forget. 

For who in barren rliyme and rhythm could spend 
The costly hours the muse alone should claim, 

Did not some fìner thought, some nobler end, 

Brcathe ardors sweeter than poetic fame ? 


IN THE FOHEST OF FONTAINEBLEATJ. 


IHE lights and shadows of long ago 
In the grand old Forest of Fontainebleau 
Go witli me still wherever I go. 

I range my pictures around my room, 

Won from the forest’s light and gloom; 

Not yet shaU they sink to an auction’s doom. 

They wake me again to the painter’s moods; 
They take me back to the wonderful woods, 
The wild, dream-haunted solitudes. 

They come as Memory waves her wand; 

And I think of the days when with busy hand 
I painted alone in the forest grand. 

I see the old gnarled oak-trees spread 
Their boughs and foliage over my head. 

About the mossy rocks I tread. 
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Under tlie beeches of Fontaineblean, 

In the green diin deDs of the Bas-Brèau, 
Mid ferns and laurel-tufts I go; 


Or up on the hills, while the woods beneath 
Circle me round like a giaut-wreath, 

Plunge knee-deep in the purple heath ; 


Then down to a patch of furzy sand, 
Wliere the white umbrella and easel stand, 
Aud the rocks lie picturesque and grand. 


The meUow autumn with fold on fold 
Has dressed the woods with a brouzy gold, 
And scarlet scarfs of a wealth untold. 

The tall gray spotted beeches rise 
And seem to touch the unclouded skies, 
And round their tops with clamorous cries 

The rooks are wheeling to and firo; 

And down on the brown leaf-matting below 
The lights aud the shadows come and go. 
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O calm, deep days, when labor moved 
With wings of joy to the tashs heloved, 
And art its own best guerdon proved! 

For such it was, when long ago 

I sat in my leafy studio 

In the dear old Forest of Fontainebleau. 


4 DAT OP HEMORIES. 


iHIS is the road, up through the corn and clover; 

And yonder, the first tuming, is the lane. 

And that ’s the house ; they ’ve painted it all over, 

So white, I scarce should know the old place again. 

Tet the same dear old house. How well I know it! 

Though changed, and with another face, like me. 

’T was here love taught me first to be a poet, — 

Or think I was, the rhyming flowed so free. 

Still round the porch the honeysuckles damher, 

But thicker grown, where hand in hand we stood, 
And watched the crimson clouds and sky of amber 
Grow gray and dusk beyond the distant wood. 

That was her window. There I serenaded 
Once in the moonlight of a night in June. 

The verses were my own; I sang unaided, 

Save by my Kglit guitar, my summer tune. 
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A DAY OF MEMORIES. 


Ah, wliat warra sonnets did my muse then scattcr 
Like wild and golden fruitagc from a tree; 

And knew that naught I wrote or sang could flattcr 
One who outshone all pearls of poesy! 

And she was won; and we were pledged forevcr; 

And yet were parted, — why, I liardly know. 

Some fate, hut dimly seen, hefell to sever 
Tvvo who seemed one so mauy years ago. 

The dear old place ! the landscape still unaltercd, — 
The stream helow, the cedar-trees ahove; 

The same stone-wall and lilacs where I faltered 
The first words, strange and sweet, of hoyish love. 

Here, up the lane, the hroad elms still are growing, 
Each hougli unscarred, hut larger tlian of yore. 

Tet yonder, where that stranger now is rnowing, 

I see they *ve felled my favorite sycamore. 

How coold they do it! In its shade we parted; 

Or was it wrecked hy storm, or lightning hlaze ? 
Like those who kissed their last there, hroken-hcartcd,— 
At least thcy thought so, in those tender days. 
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And yonder was a stately beecli-tree, slanting 

Across the stream. There once I carved her name. 

’T is gone, and flags and water-weeds are flaunting 
Along the brookside, changed, yet still the same. 

That parting was like death. But youth ’s elastic; 
And hers recovered; so did mine at last. 

Tlie world is wide, and human hearts too plastic 
To harden in an unrelenting past. 

And far apart her path and mine diverging, 

Each witli its separate cares and hopes and dreams, 

Long since was stilled young love’s tumultuous surging, 
Long since new ties have dimmed those early gleams. 

And yet, though wounds will heal, tlie scars forever 
Cling to the flesh that quivered once, now still; 

And there are times when boyhood’s pain and fever 
Will wake again with momentary thrill. 

So, while I roam about tliese well-known places, 
Haunted by visions all so sadly sweet, 

Those tender tones of old, tliose mystic graces, 

Seem to prelude the flving of her feet. 

10 * 
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Those voices come no more but in my dreammg, 
Too vague to take a sbape in uttered words. 
Those footsteps in a world remote are gleaming, 
Mine only when I touch the poet’s chords. 


THE GUEST. 


THOU shalt go alone and sad. 

Men will deem thy raptures vain, 
And thy products poor and bad, 

And thy progress change, not gain. 


When thou meet’st another man, 
Thou from him and he from thee 
ShaU be shut as by a ban, 

Save in words of courtesy. 


Symbols thou shalt deem uncouth 
To his creed are dear and fair; 

What to thee is trust and truth 
Seems to him but empty air. 

Thou and he are veiled about 
By two webs of time and space, 

Spun from films of faith and doubt, 
Warped and woofed across each face. 
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Only on the central gronnd 
Paved by chaiacter and deeds 
Shall the interchange be fonnd 
Spirit touching spirìt needs. 

If thou strivest much to love 
What the multitude delights, 

Thy unwilling guest shall prove 
Darkener of thy own true lights. 

In thy home-spun garb and place, 

In the castle of thy thought, 

Heed not every stranger face 
Peering in, to tell thee naught. 

But when flits a spirìt nigh, 
Howsoever mean his state, 

If kindred light illumes his eye, 

See that he passes not thy gate. 
Him thou shalt house, and entertain, 
Till thou hast made his love thy gain. 


OCTOBEK. 


Thkough golden gates of leaves, throngh columns gray 
Of elms and maples old, whose bonghs enlace 
In bright cathedral arches overhead, 

Enwreathed with scarlet vines; through boshy tufts 
Of underbrush, and wfllows stOl so green 
Along the hidden brooks, they seem to hold 
The sunimer snared, nor heed the threatening frost, 

The calm October days pass one by one, 

SmOing in rosy sunsets, ere they flit 

Forever from the earth. How silently 

They march, timed to the crickets’ ceaseless chirp 

Through the still noon, while tall flowers mark their path,— 

Blue succoiy, purple asters, golden-rod, 

Wild yellow stars, and louely cardinal-flowers 
Whose crimson petals light the sluggish streams. 

A clear and wholesome spirit in the air 
Touches the earth and all earth’s greenest robes 
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With change so gradual we can feel no loss 
Of life. but only mellower, riclier hues, — 

With music more pathetic, as the wind 

Harps througli the woods, and red and yellow lcaves 

Flutter to earth, and whrrl in huddled heaps. 

So may our little lives, their sap withdrawn, 

After their long, still summers, tossed, perchance, 
At times, by thunder-gusts or drenched in raius 
Of tears, pass peacefully, complete in years 
And in that wisdom years alone can bring; 

And, having well fiilfilled their allotted work, 

Sink to their rest, or to their life beyond! 

1872 . 


TO A HALF-FRIEND. 


How well I know the secret spell to tum 
Your best good-will to me, — 

The delicate untruth could I but leam 
Of well-bred flattery. 


Just to o’erstep the plain sincerity 
Of friend to friend, no more; 

Only to hint, “ Your truth is truth to me, 
No higher and no lower ”; 


Seeming to prize your quality and gift, 
Though not on praise intent, 

But on the current of our talk to drift 
Into a smooth assent; 
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TO A HALF-FRIEND. 


To accept without demur or differing eyes 
The half-truth of your thought, 

And hide my protest in a compromise 
By dumb good-nature taughtj 

To linger on your chosen plot of ground, 

As if I too would choose it; 

To know a richer realm lies all around 
Your fence, and yet refuse it; 

To fear to disagree, though what you say 
Savors of sect and clan; 

My fortress of conviction to betray 
And yield life’s cherished plan; 

To slight the solemn conscience pressing down 
IJpon my private faith; 

To wear the decorous fashion of the town; 

To hear some shadowy wraith, 

Instead of what I know to be myself, 

Utter opinions squared 

To social rules, — a poor, unreal elf 
Consenting to be snared. 


TO A HALF-FREEND. 
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And playing out a graceful pantomime 
Wliere earnest words are naught, 

To catch the easy plaudits of the time, 

But hide my dearest thought; — 

Thus might I win you soon to be my friend, 
Now half a friend at best. 

Yet none Avould say I flattered. I but send 
Some fractious thoughts to rest. 


music. 


Read at the Annual Dinnee op the Haevard Musical 
Association, Boston, Januaet 28, 1874. 

When “ Music, Heavenly Maid,” was very young, 
She did not sing as poets say she sung. 

Unlike the mermaids of the fairy tales, 

She paid but slight attention to her scales. 

Besides, poor thing! she had no instruments 
But such as rude barbaric art invents. 

There were no Steinways then, no Chickerings, 

No spinnets, harpsichords, or metal strings; 

No hundred-handed orchestras, no schools 
To corset her in contrapuntal rules. 

Some rude half-octave of a shepherd’s song, 

Some childish strumming all the summer long 
On sinews stretched across a tortoise-shell, 

Such as they say Apollo loved so well; 

Some squeaking flageolet or scrannel pipe, 

Some lyre poetic of the banjo type, — 

Sueh were the means she summoned to her aid, 

Prized as divine; on these she sang or played. 
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Music was then an infant, whfle she saw 
Her sister arts full grown. Greece stood in awe 
Before the Phidian Jove. Apelles drew 
And Zeuxis painted. Marble temples “ grew 
As grows the grass ”; and never saw the sun 
A statelier vision than the Parthenon. 

But she, the Muse who in these latter days 
Lifts us and floats us in the golden haze 
Of melodies and harmonies divine, 

And steeps our souls and senses in such wine 
As never Ganymede nor Hebe poured 
Por gods, when quaffing at the Olympian board, — 
She, Heavenly Maid, must ply her music thin, 

And sit and thrum her tinkling mandolin, 

Chant her rude staves, and only prophesy 
Her far-off days of immortality. 

E’en so poor Cinderella, when she cowered 
Beside her hearth, and saw her sisters, dowered 
With grace and wealth, go forth to accomplish all 
Their haughty triumphs at the Prince’s bafl, 

Whfle she in russet gown sat mournfully 
Singing her “ Once a king there chanced to be,” 
Yet knows her prince will come; her splendid days 
Are all foreshadowed in her dreaming gaze. 


236 


MUSIC. 


Then, as the years and centnries roDed on, 

Like Santa-Clauses they have come and gone, 
Bringing àll means of utterance to the Muse. 

No penny-trumpets, such as children use, 

No harharous Indian drums, no twanging lutes, 

No huzzing Jews-harps, no Pandean flutes, 

Were stuffed into her stoclrings, though they hung 
On Time’s great chimnev, as when she was young; 
But eveiy rare and costly instrument 
That skill can fahricate or art invent, — 

Pianos, organs, viols, homs, tromhones, 

Hauthoys, and clarinets with reedy tones, 
Boehm-flutes and comets, hugles, harps, hassoons, 
Huge douhle-hasses, kettle-drum half-moons, 

And every queer contrivance made for tunes. 

Through these the master-spirits round her throng, 
And Europe rings with instmments and song. 
Through these she hreathes her wondrous symphonies, 
Enchanting airs, and chora] litanies. 

Through these she speaks the word that never dies, 
The universal language of the skies. 

Around her gather those who held their art 
To he of life the dearest, nohlest part. 

Bach, Handel, Haydn, and Mozart are there; 
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Beethoven, chief of all. The sonthern air 
Is ringing with Bossini’s hirdlike notes ; 

About the north more earaest nmsie floats, 

Where Weher, Schumann, Schuhert, Mendelssohn, 
And long processions of the lords of Tone 
All come to attend her. Like a queen enthroned 
She sits and rules the realms she long has owned, 
And sways the willing sense, the aspiring sohS, 
Where thousands how hefore her sweet controL 

Ah! greater than all words of mine can say, 

The heights, the depths, the glories, of that sway. 
No mortal tongue can hrìng authentic speech 
Of that enchanted world heyond its reach; 

No tongue hut hers, when, lifìed on the waves 
Of Tone and Harmony, heyond the graves 
Of all we lose, we drift entranced away 
Out of the discords of the common day; 

And she, the immortal goddess, on her hreast 
Lulls us to visions of a sweet unrest, 

Smiles at the tyrannies of time and space, 

And folds us in a mother’s fond emhrace, 

Till, saiiing on upon that mystic sea, 

We feel that Life is Immortality. 



COMPENSÀTION. 


TeAES wash away the atoms in the eye 
That smarted for a day ; 

Bain-clouds that spoiled the splendors of the slcy 
The fields with flowers array. 


No chamber of pain but has some liidden door 
That promises release; 

No solitude so drear but yields its store 
Of thought and inward peace. 


No night so wild but brings the constant sun 
With love and power untold; 

No time so dark but through its woof there run 
Some blessed threads of gold. 
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And through the long and storm-tost centuries bum 
In changing calm and strife 

The Pharos-lights of truth, where’er we tum, — 

The unquenched lamps of life. 

O Love supreme! O Providence divine! 

What self-adjusting springs 

Of law and life, what even scales, are thine, 

What sure-retuming wings 

Of hopes and joys that flit like birds away, 

When chilling Àutumn blows, 

But come again, long ere the buds of May 
Their rosy lips unclose! 

What wondrous play of mood and accident 
Through shifting days and years; 

What fresh retums of vigor overspent 
In feverish dreams and fears! 

What wholesome air of conscience and of thought 
When doubts and forms oppress; 

WTiat vistas opening to the gates we sought 
Beyond the wildemess; 
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Beyond the narrow cells where self-involved. 

Like chTysalid9, we wait 
The nnknown hirths, the mysteries unsolved 
Of death and change and fate! 

0 Light divine ! we need no fuller test 
That all is ordered well; 

We know enough to trust that all is hest 
Where Love and Wisdom dwell. 

1874 . 


A BATTLE OP TIE ELEMENTS, 


The warring liosts of Winter and of Spring 
Are hurtling o’er the plains. 

All night I heard their battle-clarions ring, 
And jar the window-panes. 


The arrowy sleet is rattling on the glass; 

The sky a vault of stone; 

The untimely snows besiege the sprouting grass; 
The elm-trees toss and moan. 


Tlieir swelling buds curl backward as they swing; 

The crocus in its sheath 
Listens, a watcliful sentinel, tiU Spring 
ShaU melt the snow’s last wreath. 

11 p 
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A BATTLE OF THE ELEMENTS. 


The saddened robins flit throngh leafless trees, 

And chiip with tuneless voice, 

And wait the conquering sun, the nnhinding hreeze; 
They cannot yet rejoice. 

Slowly the victor Spring her foe outflanks, 

And countermines his snows; 

Then, unawares, along the grassy hanhs 
Her amhushed violets throws. 

Soon she wdl mask with hnds of fragrant white 
Her arsenals of thorns, 

And lift her rose-hush hanners to the light 
Of soul-entrancing morns. 

Along the fields her fairy troops shall hide, 

And conquer hy their grace, 

And shake their flowery crests, and far and wide 
The surly frosts displace; 

Till all the woods are ringing with the glee 
And prophecy of change 

That melts the past and sets the present free 
Through Summer’s perfect range. 
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O flagging spring of Honor and of Truth, 

Shalt thon not victor be, 

And brìng again the £nth the nation's yonth 
Made one with Iiberty? 

Shall the new birth America has known 
Amid her batile-thioes 

Prove anipped blossom, blighted ere 'tis blown, 
Or a perennial rose? 


April 21,1874. 


1EM0BIAL IÀLL. 


AMID the elms that interlace 

Ronnd Harvard’s gronnds their hranches tall, 
We greet no walls of statelier grace 
Than thine, our proud Memorial Hall! 

Through arching boughs and roofs of green 
Whose dappled lights and shadows lie 
Along the turf and road, is seen 
Thy noble form against the shy. 

And miles away, on fields and streams, 

Or where the woods the hilltop crown, 

The monumental temple gleams, 

A landmark to each neighboring town. 

Nor this alone; New England knows 
A deeper meaning in the pride 
Whose stately architecture shows 

How Harvard’s children fought and died. 
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Therefore this hallowed pfle recalls 
The heroes, young and true and brave, 
Who gave their memories to these walls, 
Their lives to fill the soldier’s grave. 

The farmer, as he drives his team 
To market in the raora, afar 
Beholds the golden sunrise gleam 
Upon thee, like a glistening star. 


And gaziug, he remembers well 

Why stands yon tower so fair and tall. 
His sons perhaps in battle fell; 

For him, too, shines Memorial Qall. 

And sometimes as the student glides 
Along the winding Charles, and sees 
Across the flats thy glowing sides 
Above the elms and willow-trees, 

Upon his oar he ’ll turn and pause, 

Bemembering the heroic aims 

Of those who linked their countrv’s cause 

* 

In deathless gloiy with their names. 
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And as against the moonlit shy 
The shadowy mass looms overhead, 

Well may we linger with a sigh 
Beneath the tahlets of the dead. 

The snow-drifts on thy roof shall wreathe 
Their crowns of virgin white for them; 

The whispering winds of summer hreathe 
At morn and eve tlieir requiem. 

Por them the Camhridge hells shall chime 
Across the noises of the town; 

The cannon’s peal recall their time 
Of stem resolve and hrief renown. 

Concord and Lexington shall still, 

Like deep to deep, to Harvard call; 

The tall gray shaft on Bnnker Hill 
Speak greetings to Memorial Hall. 

O, never may the land forget 
Her loyal sons who died that we 

Might live, rememhering still our deht, 
The costly price of Liherty! 


Cambktdge, Mass., April, 1874. 


DREAM-LIFE. 

" We are snch stuff 

As drcams are made of, and our little life 
Is roundcd with a sleep." 

Let me be still, lie still and dream again, 

And bind the severed links of the golden chain 
That glimmered tlirougli my morning sleep, but snapped 
When at my door you rapped. 

Breakfast ? and half past eight ? What ’s that to me ? 
Wliat ’s daylight ? What are muffins, toast and tea ? 

“ Market, and raining hard, and bills to pay,” 

I think I heard you say. 

Ah, yes, tliis is no dream. I must suppose 
There are such things. This is a world of prose. 

But I was far away. How real it seemed! 

And vet I onlv dreamed. 

* v 
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DREAM-LIFE. 


I was a welcome and a happy guest 
In a brave palace. Upward from the west 
Long shadows of the lingering afternoon 
In a long day of June 

Lay on a lawn. The palace windows hurned 
In the red sunset, as I downward tumed, 

A group of youths and maidens at my side, 

Down to a river wide, 

Upon whose waves the westem sky lay red. 

A barge awaited us; and overhead 
Streamed xosy wreaths of cloud. We sped along, 
With joyous talk and song. 

Away, away into a land of light, 

Where it was neither morn nor noon nor night, 
But dream-light only; and a city stood 
Beyond a tropic wood. 

And in the pathway to that happy place 
All was incessant change of time and space, 

With sudden, sweet surprises, as we went 
In measureless content. 
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And friends, the absent and the dead, were there; 

And some we never saw, yet seemed to wear 
The mingled traits of those we used to kuow, 

Went passing to and fro 

Through festive halls, through gardens strange and rare; 
And all were young, and all were happy there. 

How could you wake me from a dream of bliss 
To such a place as this ? 

’T was hard to leave that life for one so mean, 

For prose and duty and the old routine 
Of work. Tet now that I am up and dressed, 

I know that this is best. 


The lordly soul is master of its own. 

The fair insanities of dreams are flown, 

They were but moonlight flashes, broken gleams 
Along its flowing streams. 

Another light now shames the tinsel dress 
Of drifting fancies wild and rudderless, 

Nor ean the night’s dull jesters now impose 
In Reason’s borrowed dothes. 
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And as I plod along, I know that life 
Is but the stuff from wliich with toil and strife 
"We weave our rohe of thought and creed, and tinge 
TTith dreams its onter firinge. 

■VTork, work, wliile daylight lasts, and let the niglit 
Spin its thin wehs of visionaiy light, 

The rainhow hues that span the cataract 
Of life and living fact! 

1874. 


THE CENTEBY AND THE NATION. 


Read befobe the Phi Beta Kappa Societt of Habvabd 
C oLLEGE, Juxs 25, 1874. 


I. 

As wlieii we unbar tlie wiudows of the night, 

And the great moming from her orìeut founts 
Of silent fire, with wave on wave of light 
And color, floods the earth and stv, and monnts 
Through heights of pearly space, nor heeds, nor counts 
Her trìnmphs, as she inundates the strands 
Of ccntineuts, with joy and life on seas and lands; 


n. 

So shines our centniy, as the years nnfold 

The events and thoughts that claim the poet’s lyre; 

Not to lament a vanished age of gold, 

But rather greet the time, whose hroad snn-fire 
Warms into life the world’s supreme desire 
Traced through the mistv hollows of the night, 

Half hid, but patient still to take the advancing light. 
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m. 

Still art tliou young, tliou latest, loveliest cge, 

Thou fairest, healthiest daughter born of Time! 

Might I but measure witli my narrow gauge 
Some fragment of thy height, fain would my rhymc 
Stray through thy sunlit mountain-paths, and climb 
To see the falsehoods of the centuries gone 
Troop to their graves like ghosts, while thou exultest on! 


IV. 

O, broad and warm o’cr hill and seagirt isle, 

Thy morning splcndors still illume the sky! 

The hoaiy cbifs, the pines and cedars, smile 
TVith rosy flushes. Happy valleys lie 
Long-shadowed. Domes and steeples catch thine eye, 
And smoke upcurls, and windows flash afar 
O’er dew-wet meadow-farms, each town a golden star. 


v. 

Thou shinest over fields of waving grain, 

And open barns, and tottering harvest-carts ; 

O’er long-drawn iron track and flying train; 

O’er roar of steamers and of crowded marts; 

O’er clear-lit halls of sciences and arts ; 

Where factory-maidens tend the wliirling spool; 

Or where small voices hum in the lmslicd villajre seliool. 

O 
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VI. 

Thy presence breathes, an influence calm and pure, 
Here, where these interlacing elms surround 
The walls our fathers founded to insure 
The culture of the States; a hallowed ground, 

Through whose green academic shades resound 
The echoing footsteps of two hundred years; 

And mernory linked with hope instructs, inspires, and 
cheers. 

VII. 

By school and printing-press and message-wire; 

By ringing anvil and by furnace-blast; 

By dragon stecds of iron, winged with fire; 

By flying ocean-shuttles weaving fast 
The old and new, the present and the past; 

By strong telluric force; by skill and art, 

The world responds to tliee, through brain and throb- 
bing heart. 

VIII. 

The strength of all tlie past is thine; the blood 
Of countless ycars tliy intellcctual liglit; 

The races of the world thy tidal flood. 

Thou rollest on witli ceaseless waves of bright, 
Itesistless influence, turning wrong to right, 

Error to truth, treasou to loyal faith, 

Despair to winged liope, creating life from death. 
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IX. 

We scarce may count the triumphs thou hast won, 

So wide the treasury where thy wealth is stored. 

And though thy years have more than half-wav run 
In time’s great sandglass, what thou yet dost lioard 
For future use, who knows ? WTiat unexplored 
And unimagined powers shall vet be bora; 

What glorious sons of light, what daughters of the morn! 


x. 

Thine are the years when Man asserts his claims, — 
The birthright ages have so long denied, 

The primogeniture of rights and aims 
That vitalize the races; thine the tide 
That floats Humanity’s tost bark o’er wide 
And dreary seas, full-sailed, with wealth untold 
Of long-imprisoned hopes, — O, richer far than gold! 


XI. 

And thine the centraì throne whence Science turns 
To test, with sceptre of eternal law, 

Through space, through spirit, every ray that burns 
In stars and star-like souls; and finds no flaw, 

No discord, as with joy and reverent awe 
Crowning their toil, her patient servants climb 
The illurained peaks to read the unfolding scrolls of time. 
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xn. 

We tum to gaze witli wonder at the ghosts 
Whose glamour filled the ages that have flown: 

The sway of priests and kings; the embattled hosts 
That burned a blooming land, or built a throne; 

The terrors of a church that sought to own 
The souls it crushed; the inhuman laws that sealed 
The founts of love, and staiued a nation’s virgin shield; 

XIII. 

The unmanly morals of a shameless stage; 

The pomp of servile courts; the robber’s fame; 

AJl false ideals of a faithless age; 

AIl pride of birth that mocked the people’s claim; 

AIl superstitions, in whose withering flame 
The faithful saint, the daring thinker gave 
Their memories to all time, their bodies to the grave. 


XIV. 

And yet all centuries that have leafed and flowered 
Have dropped for us their foliage and their seed; 
Eacli age, by all the ancestral ages dowered, 

Must reap the wholesome grain, the poisonous weed, 
Heir to the bloom and blight alike decrced, 
Twin-born, the alternate play of will and fate, 

That weaves the mystic web of all our mortal state. 
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XV. 

How sliall we build witb those time-crusted stones, 
Dropped from the ruined arches of the past? 

How gather up the Old World’s discordant tones 
In symphonies of hope ? Or how recast 
The creeds of darker centuries, and at last, 

With faith as strong, develop, not invent, 

A fresher heart and soul for our vast Continent ? 


XVI. 

The task is still before us, well begun 
By souls whose fame is our delight and pride. 

How our strong pioneers have toiled, and won 
A hemisphere from chaos; how defied 
The imperial thunderbolts that far and wide 
Strewed other worlds with wrecks, but harmless fell, 
Quenched hissing on our seas, let Histoiy proudly telL 


XVII. 

Our century bends to them with thanks and praise; 
Nor less to those forefathers sad and stem, 

Who left the poisoned air and godless ways 
Of courts corrupt, in fresher lands to eam 
The right to think. What though we sometimes tum, 
In newer lights, their acrid saintliness 
To jest, — they sowed the grain whose harvest we possess. 
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xvra. 

Theirs was the rough and bitter rind which wrapped 
The priceless kernel planted on our shore. 

The perishahle shell, once all too apt 
To style itself divine, survives no more. 

The germ that in its stouy nut it bore 
Has sent abroad a thousand thriving shoots, 

And filled our fields with trees, our homes with whole- 
some fruits. 

XIX. 

What though no Grecian and no Gotkic thought 
Of beauty grew to column, dome, or spire; 

No artist’s hand on stone or canvas wrought 
Their heroes, saints, or nymphs; no Jyric fire, 

No music panting with divine desire, 

In their plain Saxon lives expression found, — 

They guarded the deep springs whose rills enrich our ground. 


XX. 

Withiu their theologic crypts they fed 
The sacred fire tliat centuries have preserved; 

The sanctities of home; the wholesome dread 
Of lawless force; the trust that never swerved 
In Providence diviue; the faith that uerved 
Their souls to found iu freedom, knowledge, right, 

A Commomvealth beyond the priest’s or tyrant’s blight; 
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XXI. 

That common conscience whicli to-day divides 
The right and wrong, and scorns to compromise 
’Twixt Lncifer and God, — wliicli so decides 
For even-weighted justice, that no lies 
Of false, fair-spoken sophists can snrprise 
Its steady vision and its honest aim, 

Or tempt to pluck tlie fruit that breeds a nation’s shame; 

xxn. 

That fearless love of truth which scorns the bait 
Of party, sect, or dan; the open eye 
And judgment, that can well afford to wait 
The verdict of the future, can descry 
Storms in the treacherous softness of the sky, 

And through the windy watches of a night 
Of tempest, note the path of sure-returning light; 

xxm. 

That sweet humanity which feels that all 
"Who bear the name of woman and of man 
Are one, — that none can languish, none can fall, 

But somehow all must suffer from a ban 
That darkens o’er the universal plan, 

Yet strong as fate to oppose all force insane, 

When mad rebellion roars to rend the state iu twain; — 
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XXIV. 

Such were the fruits whose seeds those Pilgrims brought 
From far, o’er leagues of stormy winter brine. 

And, as that ship which bore the Argonaut 
Was set among the stars, and held divine, 

So shall our classic Mayflower bloom and shine 
Above a new-found Continent, with hope 
That dims its earlier dream and clouded horoscope. 

XXV. 

For dark and chill, America, the years 
That saw thee clinging like a drifting waif 
To rocks and barren shores, thy hopes and fears 
Eising and sinking like thy tides, tiH, safe 
And self-reliant, vainly did they chafe 
Against thee, though thy doors beyond the sea 
Were shut against their child and deaf to freedom’s plea. 


XXVI. 

Young Titan of the West! thy cradle swnng 
In storms. The wild winds were thy luUabies. 

Tlie cold contempt of kings around thee clung, 

And gilded courtiers raocked thy infant cries; 

Till, stronger grown, thee as their lawful prize 
When they had ronghly grasped, too late they learned 
To fear the freeborn strength their parliaments had spurned. 
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xxvn. 

But thou, for all their curses, gavest back 
From battle-fields and coimcils, and the birth 
Of free emprise, a liglit that cheered the black 
Despair of millions whom both heaven and earth 
Dowered with a blight; and on the sand and dearth 
Of distant nations shed reviving dew, 

And stirred the Old World’s heart with longings strange 
and new. 

XXVIII. 

Nor this alone. The refuge thou hast been 
For all the oppressed, a home for all who pined. 

For them thy unwalled towns, thy prairies green, 

Thy woods and streams; a charter unconfined; 

The freedom of the fresh, untrammelled mind; — 

AU that can raise the vile and cheer the poor 
Is theirs who come to seek a dwelling on thy shore. 

XXIX. 

Thou knew’st Columbia’s youth, O Mother Age, — 
The struggling youth of her, thy youngest child, 

Fated to brave the ready-handed rage 
Of tjTanny, till peace and plenty snnled. 

Thine eyes beheld o’er lakes and forests wild 
Her liberal sway, her culture broad and free, 

Grow with her growing strength, till sea was linked to sea. 
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XXX. 

Thou knew’st the unsifted errors of that youth, — 
Each "blind, misguided impulse, crude and strong; 
Each lapse from grand, ideal heights of truth 
And justice. Thou hast known the long, 
Dishonorable reign of force and wrong; 

The struggles of the manhood of the time 
Against the serpent-folds of compromise and crìme j 

XXXI. 

Against that curse of bondage, in the mesh 
Of whose unhallowed network rich and poor 
Alike were snared; that cancer in the flesh 
The blood of countless hearts alone could cure, —* 

The costly price of all that could insure 
Preedom and streugth and honor to the state,— 

The duty scorned so long, the lesson learned so late. 

XXXII. 

The inhuman codes that chained the slave, and drowned 
The prayers of freemen lifted in his cause; 

The people’s mad delusions, cheered and crowned; 

The mob’s brute anarchy, — the tiger claws 
That tore to slireds the wise ancestral laws, — 

Shall they uot lie entombed where none may dare 
Infect with their decay the nation’s purer air ? 
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XXXIII. 

For thee, our Country, may the advancing age 
Evolve a destiny more nohly vast 
Than ever stained with blood the antique page 
In blurred and lurid records of the past. 

Eor thou the keys of treasure-chambers hast, 

Erom older lands and darker times concealed; 

Their past shall yield thee tools, — thy future is thy field. 


XXXIV. 

So, — like a master bending o’er the strings 
Of some grand instrument not yet in tune, 

And tempering every chord until it rings 
Harmonious as the woods and waves in June, 

Or as the obedient tides beneath the moon, — 

So bends the Cenuiry o’er this Westera land, 

And wooes its hidden soul with skilled and loving hand; 


XXXV. 

And, blending with its forces, hath unsealed 
The invisible currents of diviner powers. 

Here Scienee spreads her wealth, a boundless field; 
Art, Learning, Culture, climb to fruits and flowers. 
Time makes a thousand opening vistas ours; 

A thousand varied triumplis of the soul 
Glow on the nation’s path, and gild the liistoric scroll. 
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XXXVI. 

Behind us, like a thunder-storm o’erpast, 

The clouds of battle fade. Peace srailes again: 

The Northern winds have blown their trumpct-blast; 
The Southern homes are answering to the strain 
In otlier tones than those when death and paìn 
Shrieked their dread harvest-song of war, and reaped 
The ghastly fields where sheaves of life in blood were 
heaped. 

xxxvn. 

We stood amid the wrecks of fated schemes. 

We stumbled over falsehood’s shattered stones. 

Mid ruined columns and mid smoking beams 
We toiled with firmer faith, and hope that owns 
A future in whose miracles the tones 
Amphion waked to build his fabled walls 
Bing with the Centmy’s march where’er its footstep falls. 

XXXVIII. 

Tet good and evil from the older lands, 

Mixed with our own, like mingled dross and gold, 

Half shaped and half refined, are in our hands. 

We w'ait the patient fingers that shall mould 
The mass to strenjrth and grace as vet untold 
Amid the annals of republics past, — 

The states that rose like suns to set in storms at last. 
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hhl 

As once the sculptor on his statue wrought, 

Tfll forrn to heauty grew, —- firom marhle still 
To hreathing flesh, affection, motion, thought,— 

So thou, O Mother-Age, shalt thou not fill 
The measnre of thy prophecies, until 
The nation’s unresponsive life shall warm 
And glow heneath thy touch, heyond the sensuous form; 

XL. 

TJntil the lands that stretch firom east to west 
Shall know the presence of a power heyond 
All hrihes or party-limits, — unexpressed, 

Tet felt, — to which all nohle souls respond, — 

The touch and pressure of the girdling hond 
Of conscience, that no flaw or stain degrade 
The strong, symmetric limhs in youth and grace arrayed? 

XLL 

Thy future, O my Country, none may know; 

Tet aU the looms of Time are weavinff swift 
Thy destined warp and woof. Ahove, helow, 

The viewless threads forever change and shift, 

The noiseless shuttles fly. The overdrift 
Of fate moves on like air around the glohe, 

And hlends the hues of storm and sunshine in thy rohe. 
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xm. 

’T ìs thine to guard the wìsdom that of old 

Gave Eome her strength and Greece her art and grace; 

The wealth that dims all treasuries of gold, 

AU glare of camps and courts; whose lights dìsplaee 
Imperial pomp and splendor, and efface 
The hlazoued memories of the kings whose fame 
Is hut a puff of dust returning whence it came. 


XLffl. 

The time may come, — or is it hut a hope 
Of poets and enthusiasts born to dream, 

But never prophesy, save when they ope 
Their mouths Cassandra-like, while visions gleam 
On sleeping worlds, —pale arctic lights that stream 
And point their ghostly fingers to the pole, 

Where shine the central constellations of the soul, — 

XLIV. 

A hetter time, perchance not ours to see, 

Or see as some mirage in desert sands, 

When, like the mighty Californian tree 
By centuries matured, the nation stands 
Close-srained and knit in nature’s vital hands, — 
Each State a spreading hranch of evcrgreen, 

Close to the mother-trunk tliat towers aloft hetween; — 
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XIV. 

Perchance some future not so far away, 

When all we earned in war in peace we keep; 

When wealth and power shall duU no finer xay 
Of holier orhs; when deep shall answer deep, 

Not as when once the nation from her sleep 
Of cheatiug dreams woke to the battle’s dang, 

But souls to souls, as when the stars of moraing sang. 


XIVI. 

Then shall the scholar and the teacher know 
How fruitless leaming is, which sows its seeds 
On hearts where no deep sympathies can grow, 
Caught from the prophet-souls, in words and deeds, 
That from beneath the strata of dead creeds 
Spring to the surface of the age, — the true 
And universal faith, — though old, forever new. 

XLvn. 

Then party camps shall cease to be a mart 
Whf./e politicians ply their sordid trade; 

Then lowly worth and skill shall bear their part 
In ofiìces and councils; then, unswayed 
By thirst for spoils, the honest man shall aid 
The state without the enforcement of a rod 
To sell his free-bora vote, — to cringe to a leader’s nod. 
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XLvm. 

Then in the nation’s capitol no blnsh 
Of shame shall tinge the brows of those who plight 
The nation’s word to truth; no bribe shall hush 
The voice of reason, and no conscience slight 
The everlasting statute-book of right: 

But they who for the people stand shall speak 
The people’s wiser moods, nor selfish guerdous seek. 

XLIX. 

Then he who rules shall serve the countiy’s cause, 
Nor bow his knightly crest when factions roar, 

Nor waver in the breath of fitful flaws 
Blown by his friends or foes; sound to the core 
His heart of hearts, — though oft with travail sore 
Perplexed and worn, still faithful at his post, 

Waiting the grand results, though counting all the cost. 


L. 

Two such we knew, when mad rebellion gashed 
The nation’s limbs. One, helmsman on tlie bark 
Of state, when tliunders roared and lightnings flashed, 
Steered us to port, — himself the assassin’s mark; 

The other, in whose breast no less tlie spark 
Of honor shone, your Bay State raised to bless, 

To govern, and to guide througli years of anxious stress. 
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IX. 

Another too, — late fallen, — wlio in the van 
For years amid contending forces stood 
A fearless cbampion of the rights of man; 

Who dared and suffered, as he stemmed the flood, 

By storms assailed, by flattering ripples wooed; — 
The statesman, scholar, sage. Let Harvard claim 
His youth, your State his birth, the land his manhood’s 
fame. 

LII. 

The great, the good, — the living and the dead, 

Who wrought their earnest lives into the grain 
And texture of the age; the hearts that bled; 

The brains that toiled for truth, not power or gain, — 
These are the saviors of the race. In vain 
The historian writes, in vain the poet sings, 

Who knows not, as they pass, the time’s anointed kings! 

LIII. 

Like glowing pictures in some missal old 
Whose dulled and yellowed leaves in dust were laid, 
The illumined pages start to life. Behold 
The noble men and women who have made 
The light of memories that can never fade; 

The aroraa of all history, — the bloom 
And spice of time, — thongh dead, still fragrant iu the 
tomb. 
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LIY. 

Sucli is the life the nation craves. For such 
No toil, no aspiration can we waste. 

O land of hope and promise! let no touch 
Of that Promethean fire whose flame eflaced 
The gods of darkness pass unfelt, no taste 
Of baser glory lure thee from the streams 
AYhose crystal springs are hid in thy prophetic dreams. 


LV. 

And as along thy darkening ocean strand 
Thy Pbaros-towers tlieir punctual stars illume 
At eventide ; and ships from every land 
Shun, toiling through the waves, the sailor’s doom, — 
So turn thy living lamps upon the gloom 
Of storm-tost nations, that tliy constant rays 
May bless the world, and prove thy crowning fame and 
praise! 


THE LAT OP TEBYM; ob, THE HAMMER RECOVERED. 


A VERSIFICATION YBOÌl THE OLD NORSE EDDA OP SEMUND 

THE LEAENEB. 


Weoth was Vingthor when awaMng he his mighty 
hammer missed, 

Felt about him, shook his heard, and smote his forehead 
with his fist. 


“ Hear, O Loki, what I teU thee, known to none ahove, 
helow; 

Stolen is the iEsir hammer. Swift to Freyia let us go.” 

To the dwelling of fair Preyia straight they flew as swift 
as wind. 

“ Lend thy feather-dress, O Freyia; I my hammer fain 
would find.” 


" Though ’t were woven gold or silver, I would lend it,” 
Freyia said. 

Then with whistling plumage Loki over plains and moun- 
tains sped. 
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Flew beyond the JSsirs* dwellings, till he came to Jotun- 
lands. 

On a mound sat Thiym, the Lord of Thursar, plaiting 
golden bands, 

Plaiting collars for his greyhounds, smoothing down his 
horses’ manes. 

Why to Jòtunheim alone, O Loki, com*st thou o’er the 
plams?” 


“ Hast thou hidden Vingthor’s hammer? U1 betide 
thee if thou hast!” 

“I have hidden Vingthor’s hammer, in the earth fiill 
many a rast; 

None shall get it thence again, though he should labor 
allhislife, 

Till he brings to me fair Freyia for my own and wedded 
wife.” 

Then with whistling plumage Loki flew beyond the 
Jòtunland 

Tfll within the ^Esirs’ courts he saw the mighty Vingthor 
stand. 

“Thou hast labored; hast thou prospeml? Tell thy 
tidings from the air; 

They wlio sit are often false, although their speech be 
smooth and fair.” 
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“ I have labored, I have prospered. Thiym thy hammer 
tooh, O king. 

None shall get it thence save he who Freyia for his wife 
wiU briug.” 

Forth to Frevia then they flew, and first of all these 
words they said: 

“ Put thy bridal raiment on, O Freyia; thou with Thiym 
must wed. 

Kide with us to Jòtunheim. The Thursar’s lord shall be 
thy spouse.” 

Then did Freyia chafe with anger, and she knit her 
queenly brows, 

And the jEsìts’ palace trembled as she paced it through 
and through, 

And the famed Brisinga necklace from her neck in shivers 
flew. 

“ I should be the frailest woman and the basest of my 
time, 

If with thee, in bridal raiment, I should ride to Jòtun- 
heim! ” 

Straightway then in council gathered all the ^Esir to 
debate 

How Hlorridi’s liidden hammer they should rescue from 
its fate. 
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Heimdall, then, of iEsir brightest, thus amid the gods 
did speak: 

“ Let Thor dress in bridal raiment, with the uecklace on 
his neck; 

By his side the keys shall jingle, round his knees a gown 
be spread, 

Jewels sparkle on his breast, a golden coif upon his head.” 


Then outspoke the mighty Vingthor, “ Shall a woman’s 
part be mine ? 

For the gods will smile to see me robed in bridal raiment 
fine.” 


Then spake Loki, “ Mighty Thor, such words do not 
become thee well: 

If thy hammer thou shalt lose, in Asgard will the Jòtuns 
dwell.” 

So in bridal robes tliey dressed him; like a maiden he 
was led. 

By his side the keys did jingle, round his kuees a gown 
was spread, 

Jewels sparkled on his breast, a golden coif upon his 
head. 
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Then said Loki, “ I will aid thee, as thy servant for a 
time, 

And we two will ride together till we come to Jòtun- 
heim.” 

Swift the goats were caught and harnessed; swift and far 
tlieir feet did run. 

Kocks were shivered, earth ahlaze. To Jotunheim rode 
Odin’s son. 

Thrym, the Lord of Thursar, shouted: “ Up now, eveiy 
Jòtun’s son; 

Ereyia for my wife they hring me, — Niord’s maid from 
Noatun. 

Hither hring the gold-horned cattle, — oxen hlack, the 
Jòtun’s pride. 

Treasures I have many; only needed Freyia for my hride.” 

In the evening came the Jòtuns. Beer for them was 
hrought in pails. 

Thor alone devoured an ox, and salmons eight with hones 
and scales. 

All the sweetmeats women fancy disappeared with won- 
drous speed, 

While he quenched his thirst hy driuking three huge 
horns of foaming mead. 
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Then said Thiym, the Lord of Thursar, “ Never in my 
life I saw 

Maidens drink such draughts of mead, or brides with 
such a hungry maw! ” 

Said the crafty Loki, sitting as a handmaid all this time, 

“ Eiglit nights Freyia naught has eaten, longing so for 
Jòtunheim.” 

’Neath her veil Thrym stooped to kiss her, but sprang 
back along the hall; — 

“ Why are Ereyia’s eyes so piercing ? — Sparks of fire my 
heart appall! ” 

Said the crafty Loki, sitting as a handmaid all the time, 

“Eight nights Ereyia has not slept, so eager she for 
Jòtunheim.” 

In then came the Jòtun’s sister; for a bride-gift dared to 
crave. 

" Give me all thy ruddy rings, if thou my love wouldst 
seek to have.” 

“ Bring the hammer now ! ” Thrym shouted. “ Let us 
consecrate the bride. 

Lay Miòllner on her knee; naught can now our lives 
divide.” 


276 


THE LAY OF THRYM. 


In his breast tlien laughed fflorridi, when his hammer he 
beheld. 

Up he rose and slew the Jòtuns, — all the Jòtun race he 
felled; 

Felled the Jòtun’s aged sister, who a bride-gift sought to 
gain,— 

She, instead of golden rings, by Vingthor’s hammer-stroke 
was slain. 

So got Odin’s son his hammer from the Jòtuns back 
again. 


IICHAEL ANGELO BUONAKOTTI. 


Read at a Celebeation of the Foue IIundeedth Annivee- 
sary of his Bieth, by the New England Women’s Club, 
Boston, Maeoh 6 , 1875 . 

I. 

This is the rugged face 
Of him who won a place 
Above all kings and lords; 

Whose various skill and power 
Left Italy a dower 

No numbars can compute, no tongue translate in words. 


II. 

Patieut to train and school 
His genius to the rule 

Art’s sternest laws required; 
Yet, by no custom chained, 

His daring hand disdained 
The academic forms by tamer souls admired. 
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m. 

In his interior light 
Awoke those shapes of might, 

Once known, that never die; 

Forms of Titanic hirth, 

The elder hrood of earth, 

That fill the mind more grandly than they charm the eye. 


IV. 

Tet when the master chose, 

Ideal graces rose 

Like flowers on gnarled honghs; 

Eor he was nursed and fed 
At Beanty’s fountain-head, 

And to the goddess pledged his earliest, warmest vows. 


v. 

Entranced in thoughts whose vast 
Imaginations passed 
Into his facile hand, 

By adverse fate unfoiled, 

Through long, long years he toiled; 

Undimmed the eyes that saw, unworn the hrain that 
planned. 
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vi. 

A soul the ChurcVs bars, 

The State’s disastrous wars 
Kept doser to his yoath. 

Though rough the winds and sharp, 
They could not bend or warp 
His soul’s ideal forms of beauty and of truth. 


VII. 

Like some cathedral spire 
That takes the earliest fire 
Of morn, he towered sublime 
O’er names and fames of mark 
Whose lights to his were dark; 

Facing the east, he caught a glow beyond his time. 


vm. 

TVhether he drew, or sung, 

Or wrought in stone, or hung 
The Pantheon in the air; 

Whether he gave to Eome 
Her Sistine walls or dome, 

Or laid the ponderous beams, or lightly wound the stair; 
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IX. 

Whetlier lie planned defenoe 
On Tuscan battlements, 

Fired witli the patriot’s zeal, 

Where San Miniato’s glow 
Smiled down upon the foe, 

Till Treason won the gutes tliat mocked the invader’ 
sted; 


x. 

Whether in lonely nights 
With Poesy’s delights 
He cheered his solitude; 

In sculptured sonnets wrought 
His firm and graceful thought, 

Like marble altars in some dark and mystic wood, — 


XI. 

Still, proudly poised, he stepped 
The way his vision swept, 

And scorned the narrower view. 
He touched with glory all 
That pope or cardinal, 

With lower aims than his, allotted him to do. 


MICHÀEL ANGELO BUONAROTTI. 281 


XII. 

A heaven of larger zone — 

Not theirs, but his — was thrown 
O’er old and wonted themes. 

The fires within his soul 
Shone like an aureole 

Around the prophets old and sibyls of his dreams. 

XIII. 

Thus self-contained and bold, 

His glowing thoughts he told 
On canvas or on stone, 

He needed not to seek 

His themes from Jew or Greek; 

His soul enlarged their forms, his style was all his own. 


XIV. 

Ennobled by his hand, 

Florence and Rome shall stand 
Stamped with the signet-ring 
He wore, where kings obeyed 
The laws the artists made. 

Art was his world, and he was Art’s anointed king. 
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XV. 

So stood tMs Angelo 
Four hundred years ago; 

So grandly still lie stands, 

Mid lesser worlds of Art, 

Colossal and apart, 

Like Memnon breathing songs across tlie desert sands. 


ON BE-BEADING TENNYSON’S PBINCESS. 


IF at this moment, in his distant isle 

And home, shut in by trees and ivied walls, 

Where, hidden like the fountains of the Nfle, 

He dreams among his palms and waterfalls, — 

If there he knew how one beneath the pines 

Of Transatlantic lands, to him unknown, 

Followed with glowing throb the poet’s lines 

From page to page o’er all the waves of tone, 

And read with stirring pulse and moistened eyes, 

And fancy in delighted tumult caught 

Mid fairy splendors, visionary skies, 

And wild iEolian melodies of thought, — 

Should then this stranger tell him all he felt, 

In speech, or letter burdened with his praise, 

Think you that proud, sequestered soul would melt 

To answer from behind his Brìtish bavs ? 

* 

Nay, might he not his gates more closely bar 
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Against the intrusion, as of one that sought 
With alien touch to unsphere the poet’s star, 
And dwarf with diagrams his orbed thought ? 

So have I whistled to a woodland thrush 
That charmed the silence of a forest green: 
Sudden the liquid cadence ceased to gush; 

Deep in the leafy gloom he hid unseen. 

And so the poet sings, nor can unmask 

With gloss of random talk his secret runes. 
Hope not the English nightingale will task 
His tongue beneath the old, unbidden tunes. 
Nor seek to snare the aroma of the rose 
That fills the garden with its mystic scents; 
Nor, when the enchanted stream of music flows, 
Press a prose comment from the instruments* 
Enough that one who prompts the melody 
Of younger bards and lords it in their style 
Should sing unanswered, where alone and free 
He dreams amid his fountains of the Nile. 


SONNETS. 





TflE fllGHEB LAW. 


Man was not made for forms, but forms for man. 
And there are times when law itself must bend 
To that clear spirit always in the van, 
Outspeeding human justice. In the end 
Potentates, not humanity, must falL 
Water will find its level, fire will burn, 

The winds must blow around the earthly baD, 

The earthly baU by day and night must tum; 
Freedom is typed in every element. 

Man must be free, if not through law, why then 
Above the law, until its force be spent, 

And justice brings a better. But, O, when, 
Pather of Light, when shall the reckoning come 
To lift the weak, and strike the oppressor dumb ? 

1850 . 
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CIRCUMSTÀNCE. 


There are dark spots on yonder mountain-side, 

So black that they seem fixed and rooted there: 
But they will not, believe me, long abide; 

The clouds that cast them vanisb into air. 

So are there mountain minds who sometimes dare 
Lift to the world their seeming blemishes, 

Shadows of circumstance. 3)o not compare 
These with the vices the eye daily sees, 

Blighting the bloom of spirits tamely hedged 
In the nnwholesome swamps that sleep below, 
Where the malaria of accepted lies 
Thins the dull blood to meagre virtues pledged. 
Better endure the clouds that come and go, 

Than court the infected shades where freedom dies. 
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SHÀKESPEÀRE. 


It needs no bow o’erstrained to wing tbe sbaft 
Of wit and wisdom. Wben great poets sing, 

Into the nìgbt new consteUations spring, 

Witb music in the air tbat dulls the craft 
Of rbetoric. So when Shakespeare sang or laughed, 
The world with long, sweet Alpine ecboes thrilled, 
Yoiceless to scholars’ tongues no muse had filled 
With melody divine. Athirst, men quaffed 
His airy, electric words like heavenly wine. 

The mountain suramits of that Orient land 
Outsoar the level of our praises fine. 

All others lie around like hills of sand, 

With here and there a green isle or a palm, 

That whispers pleasantly when days are calm. 
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THE GARDEN. 


Naught know we but the heart of summer here. 
On the tree-shadowed velvet lawn I lic, 

And dream up through the close leaves to the sky, 
And weave Arcadian visions in a sphere 
Of peace. The steaming heat broods aH around, 
But only lends a quiet to the hours. 

The aromatic life of countless flowers, 

The singing of a hundred birds, the sound 
Of rustling leaves, go pulsing through the green 
Of opening vistas in the gardeu walks. 

Dear Summer, on thy balmy breast I lean, 

And care not how the moralist toils or talks; 
Bepose and Beauty preach a gospel too, 

Deep as that sterner creed the Apostles knew. 
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THE 6ARDEN (coftinued). 


Is there no praise of God amid the bowers 
Of summer idleness ? Still must we toil 
And think, and tease the couscience, and so soil 
With over-careful fingering the flowers 
That blow within the garden of the heart ? 

Still must we be machines for grinding out 
Thin prayers and moralisms ? Much I doubt, 
Pale priest of a thorn-girded church, thy part 
Is small in this wide breathing universe. 

Least can I find thy title and thy worth 

Here, where with myriad chords the musical earth 

Is rhyming to the enraptured poet’s verse. 

Better thy cowl befits thy cloister’s gloom; 

Its shadow blots the garden and its bloom. 


1852 
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TO 0. W. C. 


Giokgione mio ! In your brilliant books, 

Spiced tbrongb witb odors from tbe balmy East, 
And musical as winds and woodland brooks, 

Pages for fragrance as for solid feast, 

You bave toucbed sweetly on a few brigbt days 
Under tbe blue dome of Italia’s sty, 

Wben side by side we drank tbe golden baze 
Whose wondrous ligbt from us can never die; 

And sweetly, covertlv, you twined my name 
In tbe rich wreatb you flung before tbe world. 

Dear Friend! for you I fain would do tbe same; 
And wben tbis small bouquet tbat I have twirled 
Upon tbe stage wbere you are gatbering fame, 
Catcbes your eye, you ’ll know from whom it came. 


1853. 
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TO W. W. S. 


I did not thìnk to sail with you, dear friend, 

Over the waters of this charmed bay, 

And hring you to my summer home, to spend 
Together such a sweet and sunny day. 

As we sped on, a shadowy fear there lay 
Half o’er my hope, that accident might scrawl 
The new-turned leaf in this fair book of May. 

But thanks to the kind powers, I tasted all 

For which I longed ; and in these grape-vine bowers 

Upon the terrace by the sea, I felt 

All liarmonies of nature blend with ours, 

And in the fleeting moments calmly melt, 

While yon blue waves and purple mountain stood 
Wrapt in the soft light of our genial mood. 


Soeeento, Iialt, May, 1848. 
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TO W. W. S. 


So many years have passed, so far away 
Tou seem, since arra in arm and eye to eye 
We talked together, while the great blue sky 
Of Rome smiled over us day after day, 

Or on the flower-starred villa grounds we lay 
Beneath the pines, while poesy and art 
And mirth lent us one common mind and hear f . 

So long ago! whfle we are growing gray, 

And neither knows the life the other leads, 

Shut in our separate spheres of thought and change. 
Priend of my youth, how oft my spirit needs 
The old, responsive voice! Silence is strange, 

That so conspires with Time. O, let us break 
The spell, and speak, at least for old love’s sake! 

New Yoek, April 9, 1870. 
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TO 0. B. P. 


To you, rejected. by the churcli which most 
Yaunts its own outgrowth from the older creeds, 
Yet, jealous of Grod’s boundless Pentecost, 

Disowns all plants from its own flying seeds, 

And props its staJk on formulas and texts, 

Close shut from blowing winds of freer thought, — 
To you, O friend, we tum, who, leaving sects 
And rites outworn, have ever bravely sought 
To find and lead the way to ampler heights 
Of vision and of faith. Your voice we hear, 

Rich with the earnest eloquence of truth; 

And, following where its cheering tone invites, 

The fogs of doubt disperse, the sky is dear, 

And the wide prospect smiles with hope and youth. 
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TO 0. B. F. (contdtued). 


Alone you stand, a herald of the morn 
Of reason, faith, and large humanity, — 

Auroral airs of earth and heaven born, 

Blown from the east across time’s changeful sea. 
One day the world will know you, ranked with those 
Who foremost in the nation’s honor stand, — 

The poet seers, who, as the century grows, 

Give it a shape, with heart and brain and hand 
Pledged to the truth. I onlv say what aJI 
Will know, when clearer lamps are lit than now 
In Christendom’s dim crypts stand flickering low; 
And fain to you would bring some coronal 
Worthier than this small wreath of song I weave: 
The fuller praise the riper times will give. 


1870 . 
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YOUTH AND AGE. 


When young, I slighted art, yet sighed for fame; 
Dashed into careless rhvme, and toyed with thouglit. 
When art and thoughts with age and wisdom came, 

I laid aside the verse that youth had wrought. 

Tliese fruits, I said, were green, that from mj r hongh, 
Wlien windy fancies swept, so lightly fell; 

A mellower autumn sun is shining now, 

That shames the cruder crop once loved so well. 

Yet when it chanced some tender hearts had found 
A sweeter flavor in the juiceless things 
That lay in heaps neglected on the ground, 

Than in the fruits the ripening season hrings, 

I thought, Must life retrace its pilgrimage, 

And youth sing songs for youth, and age for age ? 


1874. 
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POEMS OF THE WAR. 















































THE BUEIAL OF THE PLAG. 

An Incident in Memphis, Tennèssee, 1861. 

0 , WHO are these that troop along, and whither do they 
go? 

Why move they thus with measured tread, while funeral 
trumpets hlow ? 

Why gather round that open grave in mockeiy of woe ? 

They stand together on the briuk, they shovel in the 
clod; 

But what is that they bury dcep ? Why trample they the 
sod? 

Why huny they so fast away, without a prayer to God ? 

It was no corpse of friend or foe. I see a flag uproUed; 

The golden stars, the gleaming stripes, are gathered fold 
on fold, 

And lowered into the hollow grave, to rot beneath the 
mould. 
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THE BURIAL OP THE FLAG. 


Then up they hoisted all around, on towers and hills and 
crags, 

The emhlems of their traitorous schemes, their hase dis- 
union flags. 

That very night there blew a wind that tore them all to 
rags! 

And one that flaunted bravest by the storm was swept 
away, 

And hurled upon the grave in which our country’s banner 
lay, 

Where, soaked with rain and stained with mud, they found 
it the next day. 

From out the North a power comes forth, — a patient 
power too long, — 

The spirit of the great, free air, — a tempest swift and 
strong; 

The living burial of our flag, it will not brook that wrong. 

The stars of heaven shall gild her still; her stripes like 
rainbows gleam; 

Her billowy folds like surging clouds o’er North and 
South shall stream. 

She is not dcad, she lifts her head, she takes the morn- 
ing’s beam! 




THE BURIAL OF THE FLAO. 
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The banner of tlie unsevered States, — though buried in 
tbe dust, 

She is not dead; she springs to life; her cause, like 
truth’s, is just; 

She leads the van, her meteor flame directs the thunder- 
gust! 

That storm of lightning, wind, and rain shall sweep the 
countiy clean, 

Till sweet airs breathe, and bright*suns shine the cloudy 
rifts between, 

And all the vales shall bloom anew, and all the hills be 
green! 


June 4,1861. 


THE ROSE OP DEÀTH. 

A BALLAD OF THE WAR. 

I. 

** SHE told me of a rose 
In a Southern field that grows; 

But my love, my love, — she little knows 
The flower that I may bring. 

In the heart of the perilous storm, 

By the roads where our foemen swarm, 

In the fields of death it blossoms warm; 
But on I march, and sing 
0 the red, red roee , 

She little knows 
Thejlower that I may hring / 


ii. 

“ For I am Northern bom: 

She, — only yestermom 
I saw on lier lips her Southem scorn. 
Coldly she saw me fling 
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My student’s cap away; 

Coldly she heard me say, 

* In the Union ranks I march to-day! * 
And here I march, and sing;— 

0 the red t red rose, 

She little Jcjigws 

The Jlower tliat I may Iring ! 


m. 

“ Ah, it were sweet to know, 

When face to face with the foe, 

That a loving heart did with me go, 

Like the kiss of a talisman ring, 

Praying that death might spare 
The life of her lover there, 

In the cannon’s smoke and the trumpet’s hlare. 
Ko matter. I march, and sing 
O the red t red rose, 

She little knotos 

The Jloicer that I may hring ! 


IV. 

“ Her love, — have I lost it all, 
Because at my countiy’s call 
I said, * ’T were better in hattle to fall 
Tlian sce this treason ding! * 
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Iler fricmls arc my focincn now, 

* Traitor * is writ on cacli brow. 

On, comrailcs! I liave madc a vow, 
And I breathe it as I sing 
0 tJie red , red rose , 

SJte liltle knows 

The Jlower iJutt I may bring / ** 


v. 

T)ccp in the battle there 
IIis brcast to the guns is barc, 

Wlierc flarae and sraote bcfoul tlie air, 
Swords clash and rifles ring. 

** She lovcs,” lie cricd, “ but the brave 
Wlio fight for thc chains of the slave. 
TVhat then ? I can fill a patriot’s gravc, 
Though she may jest, and sing 
0 tJie red, red rose, 

Ile tJiinks tJiat ke knows 

TJie jlower Jie Jtome will bring ! ** 


VI. 

All tcrror thc soldier scoms, 

Mid tlie cannon and clanging horas; 

From the bristling ficlds of thc bayonct thoras 
A rosc on his brcast he will bring. 
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\Yhat is it ? À dcatli-sliot rcd 
To liis fcarless lieart lias sped; 

With his face to tlic firc, lie rccls, — he is dead! 
And thc soldiers ’vvlio "bcar him siug 
0 the blood-red rose ! 

Ske little foioics 

The Jlower thut Jiome tce Irìncj ! 

VII. 

Àh, sad were the streets thc morn 
Whcn that hrave forni was hornc, 

Wrappcd in thc Union hanner, torn 
Like a wounded eagle’s wing. 

At her window tlic maiden stood, 

Changed from licr angry mood ; 

And she saw on her lover’s hrcast the hlood ; 
And the dcath-march secmcd to sing 
0 the blood-red rose 
From our countrif s foes 
Is the onhj fower we bring ! 

VIII. 

She rushed to thc hier with a cry. 

“ O God! ” slie said, “ it was I 
Who sent him, without one kiss, to dic 
In the flusli of his morn of spring ! 
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Too late, — this pang at my breast! 

Ah, let me at least go rest 
In the grave where you bear the dearest, best! 
And the pityiug winds shall sing 
Uere Love's red rose 
Met Death's , at the dose 
0/ their lives t in eternal spring ! ” 


KOVEMBBR Sth, 1804. 


JoT to our rcuuitcd Statcs! — one struggle inorc lias 
passed. 

A load is liftcd from our licarts. The traitors staud 
agliast. 

The Natiou writcs its rccord clcar; — our land is savcd at 
last! 


Calmly mid armcd conspirators tliis day a work is done, 
Amid thc thundcr of thc war onc bloodlcss ficld is won, 
That ou thc pagc of hislory glows in lcltcrs likc tlic sun. 

Onc cffort of thc pcoplc towards tlic source of prinial liglit; 
Onc forward lcap across thc gulf from cliaos aiul fixun 
night; 

Onc stridc along thc ccnturv to union bascd on rigìit! 
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NOVEMBER 8th, 1864. 


We see the rainbow span tlie gloom. We liear the deep. 
toned bell 

That strikes the nation’s honr of noon, toll slavery’s 
funeral-knell. 

Rebellion totters to its doom. Tlie watchman cries, 
“All’swelL” 

Not as a party’s triumph-shout rings out this people’s 
voice. 

When Life and Death are in the scales, who wavers in 
his choice ? 

O flower of nations, blighted now no more, rejoice, re- 
joice! 

O morning-glory of the earth ! thy garden in the west 

Is wet once more with falling dews of peace and love and 
rest. 

Thou liftest up thy drooping head. All, all is for the 
best! 

Thy petals are the sister States. Though scorched by 
battle’s fire, 

Not one shall wither in the blast, now hot with foemen’s 
ire; 

But fairer yet thy leaves shall rise, and broader still and 
higher. 
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No stain upon thy radiant disk, tliy colors all re-blent, 

Waslied iu tlie thunder-storm of war, to thee tliat storm 
has lent 

Strength for the future that o’erpays the blood thy roots 
have spent. 

My country, in this hour of hope, O, send to those who 
bear 

The burden of the war to-day our help, our strength, our 
prayer; 

Our greeting of the coming day, our farewell to despair! 

0 soldiers of a thousand fields! O brothers strong and 
young! 

Brave hearts who breast the battery fires, — heroes un- 
known, unsung, — 

Long galaxies of starlike lives and deaths above us hung! 

What record of the historian’s pen, what poet’s loftiest 
lays, 

What parallel from out the grand and stern old Boman 
days, 

What sculptured monument those lives, those deaths, can 
overpraise! 
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NOVEMBER 8th, 1864. 


We slumber calmly in our beds, and by our firesides read 

The story of your battles grim. We see you march and 
bleed; 

Erom hospital and prison hear your cries of pain and 
need. 

Te march that we may rest, our land free from the slave- 
lord’s rod; 

Ye fall, that juster laws may flower from out your blood- 
stained sod; 

Ye die, that we may live a life more true to man and God. 

Through drenching rains and scorching fires we see you 
fighting still, — 

No rest by day, no sleep by night, no joy your cup to fill,— 

While we step calmly to the polls to vote the nation’s will. 

A little sprinlding of the rain while standing in the 
queue t 

We wait our turn amid the crowd to see our ballot through, 

Then homeward wend, and thank our stars we ’ve served 
our country too. 

A little round of speech-making mid captivated ears; 

A few intense mass-meetings, a few huzzas and cheers; 

Some sleepless nights, some busy days, some weeks of 
hopes and feaxs; — 
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Sucli are the battles that we fight here in our peaceful 
North. 

One hour of life in camp and field whole days of tliis 
seems worth; 

Tet none the less is victoiy won. The nation’s will goes 
forth, 

Once and forever forth, — the arm is held that beat it 
back;— 

Groes forth to unmask the traitor’s plots, hunts on the 
foeman’s track; 

Stands like the rock against the sea, the sun mid tempest’s 
wrack. 

From east to west it thrills and rings, and teEs this lesson 
plain: 

Self-government henceforth achieved, our seeming losses 
gain; 

War leads to peace, and yet no peace till slaveiy’s life be 
slain. 

O strange and wondrons Providence, that scalcd the peo- 
ple’s eyes, 

Lest all too soon these mighty truths within their creed 
should rise! 

We fought amid the clouds at first,—how slowly wc grow 
wise! 

14 
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Those truths we scoraed fonr years ago now on our 
banners glow, 

Burat in and branded on our souls, in battling wifli the 
foe; 

Ay, wora as amulets to shield our fame where’er we go. 

We praise that stera fanatic, to death and triumpb gone; 

That voice ciying in the wilderaess,—rough herald of 
the dawn. 

Our John the Baptist is not dead; his soul is manthing 
on! 

We cancel creeds of former days. Our timid codes are 
nuIL 

We leave our ancient council-fires to smoulder low and 
dulL 

We trust the nation’s newer life will heap its measure fuU. 

A breeze of morning sweeps the sty. Old errors oue by 
one 

Are crowded bach upon the south, a cloud-bank dark and 
dun, 

Or hang in air like floating mists beneath the rising snn. 

But still the northera wiuds must blow; yes, still war’s 
bittcr blast 


NOVEMBEB 8th, 1864. 


315 


Must purify that poisoned air, till, force by riglit suipassed, 

Eacli groaning bondsman l>reaks liis cliains, and all are 
free at last. 

No half-trutli now! Our feet are set upon a higher 
ground; 

No more mid dawn’s uncertain shades, hy old delusions 
hound; 

The sun that shone on peaks alone now filk the vales 
aronnd. 

O trumpet voices of the press! O hards hy visions 
stirred! 

O leaders of the people’s will! O preachers of the Word! 

Tours he the freest, truest tones the nation yet has heard! 

Sound the keynote the age demands, — Humanity’s great 
prayer; 

A sigh for peace, hut not a lull of foul and stagnant air, 

A sleep on a volcano’s hrink, a stillness of despair: 

No, not that helpless apathy, that torpor of the life 

Drunk with the chloroform of lies, — tlie amputator’s knife 

Ready hy oue fell cut to end the giant nation’s strife. 


316 


NOVEMBER 8th, 1864 


O bleeding land! thy North and South forever have 
been wed. 

No quack shall drug thy cup, though bitter be the draught 
and red; 

No knife shall touch thy limbs. I see, I see thee lift thy 
head; — 

I see thee smile with sad, stem eyes, triumphant o’er thy 
woes; 

Strength that o’ertops the surgeon’s skill through all thy 
members flows; 

Thou standest as thou stoodst of old, a terror to thy foes. 

I have no prophet’s sight or speech, and yet I see thy 
form 

Looming above the battle-smoke, unscathed amid the 
storm; 

Around thy head the skies are blue, the sunsliine still 
and warm. 

Peaceful and wise I see thee sit, earth’s youngest, fairest 
queen; 

War’s blackened wastes by freemen tilled, all waving gold 
and green; 

Prom North to South, from sea to sea, no slave or tyraut 
seen; 
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Redeemed and strong forever. On field and hill and 
town, 

A11 prophet dreams sliall be fulfilled in wisdom and 
renown; 

Thy newer life shall now begin, thy sun no more go 
down! 













SONNETS FOR THE TIMES- 

AFRIL, 1865. 






I. 

THE DARK TOWER. 

Childe Eoland to tlie Dark Tower came.”* Wliat 
then ? 

The poet paints a mystery weird and dark, 

Full of foreboding. Bones and corpses stark, 

On blighted moorland and in rotting fen, 

Under the knight’s adventurous feet protrude. 

Voices like gusts of wind, warning and taunt, 

Stun his bewildered ears. The sunset slant 
Sliows the Black Tower against a sky of blood. 

The hills like gloomy giants watch to see 
His fall, as others feH. He dauntless blows 
His horn, and fìghts, and teUs the tale. So he 
Wlio our grim tower of slavery overthrows 
SliaU weU inspire our future minstrel’s strain, 

True son of knighthood, Roland come again. 

* Sec Browniug’s poem. 
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n. 

DEIIVERAHCE. 

Foe never was a darker dungeon builfc 
By king or pope in the old, wicked time, — 

Tlie lurid centuries when the lords of crime 
Walked shameless in their robes of chartered guilt; 
Churchman and statesman vying which could dye 
With reddest ink of blood the historic page. 

They played their part. But our illumined age 
Brooks not the insult, and flings back the lie, 
When slave lords fight against the eternal tides, 
When truth is twisted from its straight intent, 

And freedom blighted in its loveliest spring. 

The mask where hatred smiles and treacherv hidcs 

•r 

Is torn away at last. The war-clouds bring 
Deliverance from our long imprisonment. 
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m. 

THE ABOLITIONISTS. 

Brave men, far-sighted seers! who on the rim 
Of your high battlements looked clearly forth 
Over the fog that stretched from south to north, 
And called with warning voices down the dim 
Blind valleys, “ Men are children all of Him 
Who made us all,” — our cause for pride is slight, 
That uow so late we see the etemal Right 
Shining like wings of heavenly seraphim. 

True prophets, who discemed the cloud of war 
Rise from the mist of long, delusive peace, 

Pardon the eyes that could not pierce so far. 

Long since the people’s fears and doubtiugs cease; 
Our liands no longer in the darkness grope: 

We sliare with you your toil, your faith, your hope. 
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THE DAWN OP PEACE. 

Four years of war have driven afar the dream 
Of union based on hollow compromise. 

We wake to see the auroral splendors stream 
Across the battle smoke from opening skies. 

The demon, shrieking, tears ns as he flies 
Exorcised from our wrenched and bleeding frame. 
O costly ransom! dearly purchased prize! 

Eelease too long delayed! from sin and shame, 
From evil compacts and from brutal laws, 

Whose iron network all the land encaged. 

Force never triumphed in a juster cause, 

Nor bloody war was e’er so justly waged. 
Henceforth our banner greets a cloudless mom. 
Peace dawns at last. The nation is re-bom! 
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Y. 

THE DEATH-BLOW. 

But yesterday the exulting nation’s shout 

SweUed on the breeze of victory through our streets; 

But yesterday our gay flags flaunted out 

Like flowers the south-wind wooes from their retreats,— 

Flowers of the Union, blue and white and red, 

Blooming on balcony and spire and mast, 

Telling us that war’s wintry storm had fled, 

And spring was more than spring to us at last. 

To-day, — the nation’s heart lies crushed and weak; 
Drooping and draped in black our banners stand. 

Too stunned to cry revenge, we scarce may speak 
The grief that chokes all utterance through the land. 
God is in aU. With tears our eyes are dim, 

Yet strive through darkness to look up to Him! 
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VL 

THE MÀRTYR. 

No, not in vain lie died, not aH in vain, — 

Our good, great President. This people’s hands 
Are linked together in one mighty chain, 

Knit tighter now in triple woven bands, 

To crush the fiends in human mask, whose might 
We suffer, O, too long! No league or truce 
Save men with men. The devils we must fight 
With fire. God wills it in this deed. This use 
We draw from the most impious murder done 
Since Calvary. Rise, then, 0 countrymen! 

Scatter these marsh-light hopes of union won 
Through pardoning clemency. Strike, strike again! 
Draw closer round the foe a girdling flame! 

We are stabbed whene’er we spaxe. Strike, in God’s 
name! 


326 


OUR COUNTRY. 


As on some stately sliip, witli land in view, 

The last sea-swell beneath her gliding keel. 

Suddcn, like God’s hand clad iu blinding steel, 

A thunder-bolt falls crashing from the blue, 
Shattering the mast, a sulphurous cloud rolls througk 
The sails and rigging, wkile with quivering lips 
The sailors see the deck all strewn with ckips 
And shreds and splinters, yet make all ado 
To mend their loss, and still the ship sails on: 

So, reeling from the shock, our Ship of State 
Repairs the chasm left by the fall of him 
Who stood her mainmast: onward we have gone; 
Sound at the core, though tossed by storms but late, 
Nearing our port, we cross the shadows dim. 
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ARIEL AND CALIBAN.* 

»■ ' - 

L 

Before Prospeeo’s cell. Moordight. 

A K1 KL» 

So — Prospero is gone — and I am free — 

Free, free at last. His latest charge have I 
Performed with duteous care; have sent the breeze 
To blow behind the ship whose rounded sails 
Now bear him homeward; and I am alone. 

Yet I, who pined for freedom — I, who served 
This lordly mind, not of my own free choice, 

Though somewhat out of gratitude, —for he 
By his strong sorcery did release me once 
From durance horrible, — now, since the touch 

1 To forestall suspieion of my having' borrowed even any sugges- 
tion of the idea on which this poem is founded from M. Renan’s 
“ Caliban ,ì — though this has a totally different conception from 
my theme — I nxay say that I had written the greater part of my 
poem long before I had heard of or seenthe brilliant andauda- 
cious satire of that distinguished French author. 
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And sympathy of haman souls have warmed 
My cold electrìc blood, and I have known 
How sweet it were to love and be beloved 
Within the circle of the elements 
Whose soulless life is death to human hearts, — 
I, here alone, now grieve to be alone, 

No longer linked with mortal loves and cares. 

For as I flit about the ocean caves, 

Or thread the mazes of the whispering pines, 

Or in the flower-bells dream long sunny days, 

Or run upon the crested waves, or flash 
At no one’s bidding, but in wild caprice, 

A trailing meteor or a thunderbolt, — 

Or sing along the breeze that hath no sense 
Or soul of hearing, melodies I framed 
For Prospero and his child, — I have no will 
To work as once, when serving earned this boon 
Of liberty, long sought, now tame and cheap. 

For what to me are all these air-fed sprites 
I marshafled, by his potent art constrained ? 
Their bloodless cold companionship can give 
No joy to me, now half estranged from them. 
There ’s Caliban, ’t is true — a human beast —• 
Uncouth enough to laugh at — not so vile 
Perhaps as he appears —rather misshaped 
And thwarted in his growth. And yet he seems 
In this fair Isle, where noble souls have lived, 
Like a dull worm that trails its slime along 
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The full heart of a rose; and now at last 
Free from the foot of Prospero, all the more 
Slave to hìmself, crawls feeding where he lists. 

Enter Cauban in the distance. 

Lo, here he creeps, and looks as if he meant 
To enter his old master*s celL Bnt no! 

I ’ll enter fìrst, and there assome the voice 
Of Prospero. He some sport at least shall yield. 

Ah, sometimes I must be a meny sprite, 

If only to beguile these lonesome honrs. 

[Fonùtes into tke ceU. 


Caubak. 

So — so — the island ’s mine now. I may make 
My dwelling where I choose. Methinks this cell 
Might serve; thongh somewhat I suspect 
Its walls are steeped in magic. And besides, 

Too well my bones remember how that lord 
Let fìy his spirits at me. How he cramped 
My limbs! The devil-fish o’ertake his ship! 

He ’s far away—and I can curse him now, 

And no more aches shall follow. As for him, 

Yon drunken fellow—and his mate — good Lord, 

How I was fooled to gulp his bragging lies! 

The man in the moon, forsooth! And yet he bore 
Brave liquor, though it set my wits agog. 

Would there were more of it. Well, I ’ll make my bed 
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E’en here, where Prosper slept Eing of the isle— 
King Caliban! But I ’ve no subjects yet, 

Save beasts of the wood, and even over them 
I lack those strong old charms of Sycorax. 

[Enters the ceH, 

A-rttct. (withxn). 

TTa.lt there! What man axt thon? Slave — Caliban ! 

Caxjban. 

Abj ah! ’T is Prospero back again— Ah me! 

AbieLi 

How dar’st thou here intrude upon my rest ? 

Caubak. 

Nay now— I cannot tell—I thought thee gone — 

I saw thee go. 

Ambl. 

Think’st thou I cannot leap 
Across the seas ? Think’st thou I cannot ride 
Upon the wind ? Know’st thou not Prosper’s might ? 

Caubak. 

Do not torment me! Alas, alas, I thought 
His book and stafE were buried —he at sea! 

Ah, here ’s a coil — here ’s slavery again. 

1 ’ll run, before the cramp gets to my legs. 


[Exit. 
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AktkIì {advandng). 

Good riddance! He ’ll not ventnre here again. 

This grot is sacred to rememhered forms 
’T were base ingratitude could I forget. 

Their names make fragrant all the place. They fill 
The void of life within me more and more, 

And draw me closer to all hnman-Mnd. 

Much have ye taught me. Thou, 0 Prospero, 

Whom all too grudgingly I served, dost seem 
Now not a master, hut a gracious friend. 

And she — Miranda, peerless in her bloom 
Of maidenhood—had I hut human heen, 

What tenderer germs — but no — too late, too late 
Those virtues, graces — this proud intellect 
That made a sport of magic, and renounced 
The sceptre of Wonderland as though it were 
The bauble of a child. Too late I see 
The topmost gloiy of the Duke, who shone 
Grandest abjuring supernatural gifts — 

Most godlike in forgiving his base foes. 

(Pauses in deep thought.) 

There is no life worth living but that life 
I missed, the sympathetic interchange 
Of mind with mind and heart with heart. This world 
Of air and fìre and water, where I dwell, 

Is but a realm of phantasms — spectral fiames 
Like the pale streamers of the frozen North; 
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Is less than half of life — motion withont 
Life’s warm reality— a trance, a dream. 

Nay, even this slave — this son of Sycorax 
Hath something human in liim. Might I now 
But find some passage to his heart, but hreathe 
Into his sluggish hrain some finer hreath, 

But lift him to companionship of thought — 

’T were worth the trial. At least I ’ll follow him 
And wind about him with an airy song. 

He ’s fond of music, for whene’er I sing 
He listens open-mouthed. He ’s not so had 
But some ethereal trap may snare him yet. 

(Sings.) 

I, a spirit of the air, 

Now may wander anywhere 
All ahout the enchanted Isle. 

But no more the master’s smile 
Greets me as his door I pass ; 

I shall hear no more, alas! 

Hear no more the magic word 
Of the seer who was my lord — 
Nevermore! 

Nevermore my flying feet 
Bring him music strange and sweet, 
Run for him upon the wind, 

While the cloven air hehind 
Meets with roar and thunder-crack 
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In the lightning of my track— 

Nevermore! 


Enter Calebajt, listening. 

Cat.tb av. 

This might be one of them. Full oft I hear 
Their music in the air. And yet he lies, 

And is a devil of Prospero’s, for he hints 
That Prosper ’s gone: and yet I heard his voice. 
And yet that voice might be a mimicry. 

Good Moon, assist me. Tell me, friendly Moon, 

Is Prospero gone ? Tell me, good Man i’ the Moon, 
He wiil not pinch me again. 


Ambl. 


He ’s gone. 


Nay, doubt not, friend. 
Caubak. 


Now Setebos preserve my bones ! 
What voice art thou ? For nothing can I see 
But stars, and moonlight twinklings in the woods, 
And black broad shadows of the trembling trees, 
Aoid here and there a fluttering zigzag bat. 


Artki> 

I hover in the moonbeam overhead. 


Cauean. 

I think I ’ve heard thee sing and talk before. 
Did Prosper leave thee here to govem ns, 
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And sing us into pitfalls with thy lies 

And lying songs ? And yet how sweet thon singest! 

Come, show thyself — I think thon ’rt not a fiend. 

A ItlKli. 

I ’ll show myself anon. But do not fear. 

Prosper is gone. A lonely spirit am I 
Seeking companionship. I ’d talk with thee. 

Caubam 

Good — an’ thou talkest sense, and wilt not hite 
Or hunt me—nor dost hid me hring thee logs. 

AkteIm 

I have no need of fuel, nor of food 

Nor dwelling, nay, not even of hodily shape. 

Yet I can take a shape if so I choose. 

Cauban. 

Then prythee do. I fain would see thee, friend. 

I like it not, this talking to the air. 

Awku 

I ’ll humor thee if I can he thy friend. 

What shape shall I assume ? 


CATiTRAN. 

Why, any shape 

But Prospero’s — and I ’ll shake thee hy the hand, 
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And swear thou art as merry a fellow as e’er 
I bave sat cracking nuts with — in my dreams — 

For wide awake I ne’er encountered such. 

Nay, this seems like a dream. Perchance it is— 

And I asleep, and babbling in my sleep — 

And Prospero still lord of aJl the Isle. 

Ajbjel. 

Nay, all is real. I tell thee he has gone. 

Follow me now to yonder cave, where laps 
The sleepy sea upon the pebbled shore, 

Smoothing the flickering wrinkles of the moon, 

Who steeps her golden column in the brine. 

There will I meet thee in a human garb. 

Caltbak. 

Where’er you please, so I but see your face. 

Tou are no Jack-o’-lantern, I helieve. 

I know thee not, but something tells me true 
That I may trust thee. Sing then. I will follow. 

[Exeunt , Artkl singing. 

SONO. 

Follow, follow, 

Down the deep hollow — 

Down to the moonlit waves, 

Down where the ocean caves 
The full tides swallow. 

Follow, follow 1 
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From the curse, from the hlight, 

From the thraldom of night, 

From the dark to the light, 

From the slave to the man 
We willlift Caliban. 

Farewell, Hecate! Rise, Apollo! 

Follow, follow, follow! 

n. 

In a cave by the sea. Callban, and Akiel as 

forester , seated. 

Calibam. 

So then it seems thou ’rt one of these who served 
This wizard lord — and he a duke disguised — 

One of his tricksy spirits. I like not this. 

Why did’st thou serve him ? 

A TtM WT. 

He delivered me 

From torture hy his magic. I was hound 
By gratitude as well as hy his spells 
To wait upon him. Oft unwillingly 
I served him. But at last I loved him well; 

Knew his soul’s greatness, honored what he prized, 
Which yet was hut his minister — his art; 

Felt in my airy veins a hlood-warm heat, 


345 


ARIEL AND CALIBAN. 

Till througli them douhle color seemed to run, 

Iike moonlight mingled with the rosy dawn. 

Caubajt . 

If he was noble, why did he enslave me ? 

I never did him wrong, tìll he hy force 
Took from me this mine island — pent me up 
In a vile prison — made me toil and drudge 
All day, and when I lagged, beset me sore 
With pinches and with terrors of his arfc. 

Artfx. 

Thou nam’st not all he did. Was he not kind ? 
Taught thee to speak and reason — treated tliee, 

At worst, as he would treat a faithful dog, 

(For little more thou wast at first,) tìll thou 
Did’st bite the hand that stroked and fed thee, yea, 
And would’st have wrought dishonor on his child. 

Caliban. 

I know not. I was never taught to curb 
My passions, and I lived a lonely life. 

I wronged him ? Yet my punishment was hard. 

I might have served him, yet not been a slave. 

It turned all love to hate to be his slave. 

He did not treat me as he treated thee. 

Aitncr. 

I was his servant too. But I perceived 
There was a nearer tìe ’twixt him and me, 
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For which I learned to love him. Let that pass. 
What now behooves thee is to summon up 
Thy human heart long styed in ignorance 
And fear and hate ; and since thou call’st thyself 
Lord o£ this island, learn to he a lord 
In nohler style, and with a human love 
Of all things good. ’T were little gain for thee 
To have thv freedom, if thou ’rt stifl enslaved 
To baser powers within thee. What thou hadst 
Ere Prospero came, is thine to enjoy and own. 

But own thyself — the man within the beast; 

For man thou art, and of the same stuff framed 

As his who owned thee — and better than it seemed 

Thou wert, perchance, to one whose will enslaved 

All human and all elemental power 

His magic could enforce, to overpay 

For a few brief years the dukedom he had lost. 

Learn now to prize thy freedom in a field 

Where thou may’st work for good and not for harm. 

Curse not, but bless. If I do chance to talk 

Above thy head, I ’ll dwarf my thought to thine ; 

Or meet thee again when thou upon my words 
Hast pondered. . . . Now, by Apollo’s shaft, I think 
The moon-calf is asleep! I ’U vanish then. 


[Exit Ariel. 
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m. 

Sunrise. 

Caxxban (waking). 

What, is he gone! Or is it another dream ? 

It is my fate, I think, still to be duped 
With visions and with shows. Perhaps now he 
Was the man in the moon — Perhaps we ’ll 
again. 

He may have said the truth. And yet, somehow, 
I dropped asleep as when I hear the wind 
Sing in the pines, or listen to the fall 
Of streams in drowsy summer afternoons. 

I do begin to love this spirit — albeit 

He spoke in praise of Prosper. Prosper ? — well- 

It may be that I knew him not — who knows ? 

I am glad he has sailed away though. Setebos! 
What — sunrise! Did I sleep so long ? In faith 
I know it, for I ’m hungry. I will dig 
Some mussels from the sand, and pick some fruits. 
I ’m not a cub, it seems — said he not so ? — 

But made for better things; no slave — a man 
Fit to be talked with, and not called vile names — 
Made of the same stuff with that Prospero — 

Ah ha! good stuff, do you see ? — the very same — 
Only a little soiled. We ’U see — we ’Il see. 
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(AbxeIì sings in the distance .) 

The golden sun the clouds hath kissed 
And fires the hilltops grim and old. 

And down the valley melts the mist 
And turns the earth to gold. 

The lordly soul is lord of all. 

The heart that loves its human-kind, 
Where’er its warming sunheams fall, 
Leaves night and death hehind. 

Caliban. 

Fine sprite, I hear you: think I love you too. 

I ’ll follow you — though what you said to me 
Is hard to understand. I ’ll hear you taik 
Again ; but first of all must eat and drink. 

Made of the same stuff with that Prospero ? 

No heast — no slave! well — this is something new. 


IV. 

A pine grove by the sea. Ariel as a forester. 

A TtTTT.T^ 

Free, free at last! Yet bound by a chain whose links 
Are the heart’s memories. Free to roam unchecked, 
Untasked. Free as these glancing dancing waves, 
This summer wind. But by an inward need 
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Of actàon, and by late-born sympathies 
With human life, bound not the less to serve; — 
Though for the present I must waste my art 
IJpon this son of Sycorax. Yet I have seen 
A kindlier sight flash in his brutish eyes, 

And in his harsh voice heard a tenderer tone* 

I think he almost loves me. But alas, 

What room for human fellowship, what hope 
To evolve the obstructed and distorted germ 
Of manhood here, in idle solitude 
Haunted by soulless elves and sprites — a land 
By human hearts and human intellects 
Untenanted ? Around us Nature smiles 
In indolent repose — too beautiful, 

Too soft — a land of dull lethargic ease, 

Steeped in the oblivion of the sleepy South. 

(Pauses in thought .) 

I know another island — where the North 
Blows with a fresher wind ; — where pulses bound 
Electric to assured results of thought. 

Its fertile plains, its rocky coasts and hills 
Are peopled with a vigorous race. Its ports, 
Forests of masts; its fìelds by labor tifled; 

Its growing towns and cities from afar 
Flash in the morning of a crystal sky, 

And stud its winding streams like jewels strung 
On silver threads : — a people brave and strong, 
Yet peaceful, and advancing in afl arts, 
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Science and culfcure, by wise freedom nursed. 

Oft in my master’s errands flying north 
I have seen it far across the wrinkling waves, 

Facing the sunrise like a golden cloud, 

And heard the humming of its alien marts. 

And thither we might sail — I and this slave 
That was — not long a slave when he lias known 
Contact with men of a superior mould 
In bonds of law and human brotherhood. 

Caxiban (who has been approaching unperceìved). 

Good brother Ariel, you are lost in thought. 

I know ’t is about something wise and good. 

Come — don’t be glum. A penny for your thoughts. 

Atukx 

How like you this fair island, Caliban ? 

Cambaw. 

Oh, well enough — not having known a bettèr. 

And yet ’t is lonely here — a prison still, 

Although our jailer ’s gone. And I would fain 
See some new faces — not Italian dukes 
Or jesters — I have had enough of them —- 
But like your own, whene’er you let yourself 
Be seen, and condescend to talk with me. 
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AnntL 

What thìnlc you of a voyage from tliis shore 
To another island ? — better far than this, 

I needs must t.hìnk ; a place where men have built 
Great cities, tilled broad fields, and sail huge ships — 

A home for you and me more fit than this; 

For I ’m becoming human very fast, 

While you will need ere long some earthlier friend. 

Cauban. 

Well — on the whole I ’m tired of this dull life, 

And don’t object to see some other lands: 

But how do you propose to sail away 
Without a ship ? 

Artkl. 

We ’ll see. Trust me for that. 

One task the more my magic shall achieve. 

We ’ll build a boat. Your toil shall not be great. 

Yet your old task you must resume awhile, 

And bring me a few logs. 

Cauban. 

Most willingly 
For you, good Ariel. But for Prospero — 

Thank Heaven, I ’ve carried my last load for him! 

(They retire, tcdlcìng together.) 
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v. 

Sunset . Abbel and Caltban in a saiHoat are leaving 

the island . 

Aseel sings. 

I liave bnilt me a magical ship; 

Its sails of the air were wrought. 

From the land of symbol and dream we slip 
To the land of deed and thought: 

To a clime where the north and sonth 
Have mingled their noble seed; 

And the glance of the eye and the word of the mouth 
Are one with the honest deed. 

We sail, away, away! 

To a land where the brain of man 
Works ma^c as strange as thi« ; 

And the heart of the future bnilds a plan 
As deep as the sonl’s abyss. 

We need not the tide nor the gale, 

Nor the snn nor the moon with their beams, 

For our boat bas a magical rudder and sail 
That were wrought in the island of dreams. 

Away, away, away! 
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(VoiceSy echoìng Jrom thc island .) 

In the isiand of dreams we stay. 

We eclio your partmg lay. 

Speed on by night and dayl 
Speed on! away, away! 

(CAiaBAN sleeps.} 

Artkt. 

Sleep on! We leave the past, The night enshrouds 
The enchanted isle. And wake thou when the son 
Shines on another clime — and shines in thee 
With the new light which thou hast never seen. 


L’ENYOL 

Pardon, great Poet, shonld I seem to mar 
One mystery of thy supernatural tale ; 

Or with unreverent eye to scan the star 

Whose splendor makes his satellites so pale! 

If in my play and privacy of thought, 

Led by thy light, I Kngered for a while 

Amid the scenes thy master-hand had wrought, 
And, hovering over thy deserted isle, 

Dared to invoke thy sprites without command 
To come unmarshalled by thy mystic wand — 
If on the margin of thy immortal page 
I scrawled a sketch unfit to grace thy stage, 

’T was but the joy of dwelling there with thee 
Near that enchanted sea. 
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’T was but the wondering question of a cliild, 

To know what may have chanced beyond the wild 
Fantastìc dream, from which too soon he woke 
To common daylight and life’s weary yoke. 
Pardon I crave once more, O mighty seer! 

I bow before thee here 
With reverent love and awe, 

And say — “I only sported with his thought, 
While in its golden meshes gladly caught, 

I dreamed and fancied. He awoke and saw! ” 
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LIONEL AND LUCLLLE. 

i. 

Itf the beautiful Castleton Island a mansion of lordly 
style, 

Embowered in gardens and lawns, looks over the glim- 
mering bay. 

In the light of a moming in summer, with stately beauty 
and pride, 

Its turrets and glittering roof flash down from the hilla 
like a star. 

There, pillowed in woods, it blinks on the dusty village 
below; 

And ere it settles itself to its rest in the ambered dusk, 

Its windows blaze from afar in the gold of the settìng 
sun. 


There in a curtained alcove facing a lawn to the south, 
Lucifle one morning in early spring was sitting alone. 
Now in a novel she read, and now at her broidery 
stitched; 

And now, throwing both aside, at her piano warhled and 
trifled. 
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Then on a balcony leaning, she mshed that the weeks 
wonld pass, 

For she with her mother to Europe was going. Her 
f ather had died 

And left her an heiress; and lovers like moths came 
fluttering round, 

Dazzled with visions of gold, and half believing them 
love, — 

AH but one, who was poor, and loved her, but not for 
her weaith. 

Three months had Lionel known her — but neverhad 
told her his love. 

How could he ask her to wed him, the scholar who 
drudged for his bread ? 

Even were his offers accepted, (and little his chances, he 
thought,) 

What would they say in the city ? “ He has picked up 

a fortune, it seems: 

A shrewd lucky fellow! ” So proudly he kept his fond 
thoughts to himself. 

Seldom he saw her alone. In a circle of fashion she 
moved. 

Whenever he called, there were carrìages waiting, with 
liveries fine — 

Yisitors going and coming, with shallow and gossiping 
talk. 

Those who knew him would surely have said, “ ’T is 
strange he should love 
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A gìrl of such frivolous tastes.” But such are the waya 
of the heart— 

Ever a riddle too deep for the crnde common-sense of 
the world. 

To-day no visitors came, and Lucille vras deep in her 
book — 

(A tale of romantic affection far back in the Orient 
days) — 

When a ring at the door was heard, and — Lionel stood 
in the halL 

He had heard she was going to Europe. He would n’t 
yet bid her good-bye, 

For he hoped he might see her again ere fate put an 
ocean between. 

Something more earnest than usual she felt was in 
Iionel’s face; 

Something more tender and deep in the tones of his 
tremulous voice, 

Though half hidden in jest too grave and intense for a 
smile. 

She, brimming o’er with her poets, and fresh from her 
bath of romance, 

Clothed the season, and him, and herself, in an opaline 
light. 

Softer her tones, and her words less tinged with fashion 
and form, 

Cordially lighted like birds on the ground of his intìmate 
thoughts. 
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And as he left her, to stroll on the hills of the beautìfnl 
island, 

Hope with her roseate colors enveloped the earth and 
the sky. 

'T was one of those Àpril days when the lingering Winter 
stands 

Wavinghis breezy scarfs from the north for a last good- 
bye; 

When the delicate wind-flowers peep from the matting 
and moss of the woods, 

And the blue Hepatica lurks in the shadowy dells of the 
fem; 

When the beautìful nun, the Arbutus, down in her clois- 
ters brown, 

Creeps through her corridors damp in the dead old leaves 
of the past, 

Whispering with fragrant breath to the bold things dan- 
cing above: 

“Tell me, has Winter gone? May I peep —just peep, 
at the world ? ” — 

When the spaces of sky are bluer, with white clouds 
hurrying fast, 

Blurring the sun for a moment, then letting hìm flash 
on the fields, 

While the shadows are miles in breadth, and travel as 
swift as the wind 

Over the sparkling cities afar and the roughening bay; — 
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When the pine-groves sigh and sing as the irind sweeps 
under and through 

The cheerful gloom of their spicy shade; and the wil- 
lows lithe 

Bend and wave with the tender green of their traHing 
houghs;— 

When the furry catkins drop from the silvery poplar tree; 

When the bare, gray bushes are tipped with the light of 
their new-bom leaves, 

And the petted hyacinths sprout and curl their parasite 
lips 

TJnder the sunlit, sheltering sides of the palace walls, 

And seem to scoff at the violets hidden deep in the grass, 

And the common, yellow face of the dandelion’s star, 

As it peeps like a poor man’s child through the rails of 
the garden fence. 

Then, as Lionel entered the crowd and the city again, 

Lighter his labors appeared in his office, wall-shadowed 
and dusk. 

Dreams of the island and woods swept over his figures 
and books: 

Visions of love in a cottage, with fashion and splendor 
forgotten. 

Changeable April had shown but its sunniest side to his 
heart. 

Once more,— twice, to the island he went: and Lionel 
hoped 
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A tenderer feeling for him had dawned in the heart of 
Lacille. 

Ever with friendlier greeting she met him: for she in 
her mind 

Had dressed npahero of fiction; and Lionel—could 
it he he ? 

Was not his name of itself a romance ? Then his face 
and his form, 

Voice and manners and culture, were just what her hero’s 
should he* 

So with the glamour of life unreal she saw him; and 
yet — 

Was it love? She thought so, perhaps. At least she 
would dream out her dream: 

Tlns was a real live novel — and worth reading through, 
was it not? 


n. 

One day, when the hushes were white in the lanes, and 
the hees were astir 

In the hlooms of the apple-trees, and the green woods 
ringing with hirds, 

Lionel asked Lucille to walk with him over the heights 

Looking far down on the Narrows and out on the dim 
hlue sea. 

So through the forest they strolled. They stopped here 
and there for a flower, 

Then sat to rest on a rock. An oak-tree over their 
heads 
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Stretched abroad its flickering lights and shadows. The 
hirds 

Sang in the woodlands aronnd them. The spot seemed 
made for romance. 

And Lionel drew from his pocket a hook that had lately 
appeared, 

A volume of lovers’ yerse by a poet over the seas, 

And read aloud from its pages. Lncille sat twisting a 
wreath, 

Laurel and white-thorn hlossoms that half dropped 
away as she twined them; — 

Paused now and then to listen; and as he was closing 
the book, 

Laid a wild flower hetween the leaves to remember the 
place — 

And playfuUy placed her wreath on his head, as if he 
were the poet. 

Silent and musing they sat, as they tumed to look at the 
sea, 

Watching the smoke of the steamers and white sails 
skimming afar. 

And Lionel said, “Ah, soon you too will he steaming 
away 

Down the blue Narrows; and I — shall missyou — more 
than you know.” 

“ Why should you miss me ? ” she said. “ So seldom 
you visit our house.” 

“ Had I hut foliowed my wishes; — hut you like the 
lady appeared, 
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Shut in the circle of Comus. How hard to enter your 
ring! ” 

“ What should prevent you from coming ? How often I 
wished you would come! 

Nohody calls that I care for: our island is growine 
so dull ” 

“Yes—and you long for a change—and so you are 
going to Europe. 

There in a whirl of delights, with fashion and wealth at 
command, 

Soon you ’ll forget your poor island, and all the admirera 
you knew.” 

“ No ”—she whispered—“not all ”—and hlushed, 
with her head turned away, 

Looked down and murmured : “ You thihk I am wedded 
to fashion and wealth: 

Yet often I long for the simpler manners the poets have 
sung, 

The grand old days when souls were prized for their 
natural worth. 

You think I can rise to no feelings and thoughts of a 
serious life — 

Can value no mind and no heart hut — such as you meet 
at our house. 

I care not for such—X fancied you knew me far hetter 
than that.” 

“ Lucille ”—he never had called her Lucille, hut the 
name came unhidden; 
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“ Lucille, could you love a poor toiler who dared not to 
offer his heart 

And his hand — and in silence had loved you, and 
wished you were poor for his sake, 

So fortunes were equal ? ” And she, still ffoating in rosy 
romance, 

Murmured, “ I could,” with a look that melted the walls 
of reserve 

And mingled two souls into one. Then, turning away 
from the sea, 

The sea that so soon must divide them, they pledged io 
each other their troth. 

And Lionel saw not the fates that were frowning afar 
o’er the waves; 

For the world wore the color of dreams, as homeward 
they wended their way. 

Bright were the meetings that followed — and yet with 
a shadowy touch 

On Lionel’s hopes, as if in the changeable April days 

He still were roaming the hills, and still looked over the 
bay 

Where cloud and sunshine were flying, with doubtful 
promise of spring. 

Lucille had a reason, it seemed, to keep their betrothal 
untold. 

The day was so near of their parting. She feared what 
her mother might say. 
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*T were best they should parfc but as friends. They would 
write to each other the same — 

Ànd they would be true to each other — and ali wodd 
be clear before long. 

And Lionel yielded, and pondered. And so they parted 
at last. 


UL 

The summer had hardly begun when a letter from Eng- 
land came, 

Full of the voyage and landing—but little of what he 
had hoped. 

Too light, too glancing it seemed for a first love-letter 
from one 

Far over the sea, who had said he should ever be first 
in her thoughts. 

Bright and witty it fluttered from topic to topic—but 
never 

Faused with a tremulous wing to dwell on the love she 
had leffc. 

Something there was in its tone that said “ I am happy 
without you: ” 

Something too littìe regretful —— too full of her glittering 
life. 

And as one gathers a beautaful flower ne’er gathered be- 
fore, 

Hoping a fragrance he misses, and yet half imagines he 
finds — 
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'Wooing ihe depths of its color too rich for no perfome 
to match—= 

So seemed her letter to him, as he read the lines over 
and over. 

Yet when Iionel answered, he breathed not a word of 
the thought, 

Shading the glowing disc of his love with distant surmise. 

“ Soon,” he said, u will the novelty cease of this foreign 
excitement. 

Then she will think sometimes of me as the sim goes 
down 

Over the westem waves — and tenderer tones w31 flow, 

And mingle with warmer words in her letters from over 
the sea.” 

Yet when another letter came, it hronght her no nearer, 

Less of herself, and more of the colors that tinted her life. 

Ànd Jionel wrote with passionate words: u Only tell 
me, LncOle, 

Tell me you love me — but one brief line—and I wifl 
not complain.” 

Restless, troubled, one day he passed her house on the 
island; 

Shut to the sun and the breeze, it blinked on the viflage 
below. 

Over the balcony leaned a purple Wisteria vine, 

(Blooming, but not in its season, as oft ’t is their habit to 
do,) 

Trailing its ladylike flounces from window and carved 
balustrade, 
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And dropping its blossoms as brief as love. And Liontl 
muttered: 

“ She too over that balcony leaned one day as I passed — 

Leaned like a flovrery vine; and smiled as I passed be- 
low, 

And waved me an airy kiss, with a pose of her beau- 
tiful form. 

Can love that promised so truly be frail as these clus- 
ters of June ? ” 

Month after month now passed. Though he wrote as 
fondly as ever, 

Brief were her answers, and longer between — till they 
finally ceased. 

A year from the day when they parted, a letter from 
Paris arrived, 

Short and constrained. It said: “ I fear I have made 
you unhappy. 

We have read too much of the poets. Our troth was a 
thing of romance. 

My mother forbids it, it seems. There are reasons ’t were 
painful to tell. 

I ’m sure you would find me unfitted — and I am not 
worth your regretting. 

Adieu — and be happy. Lucille.” 

Next month in the papers he saw 

She had married a Count — some Pole with an unpro- 
nounceable name. 
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SAN BORONDON. 

Saixt Brandan, a Scotch abbot, long ago 
Sailed southward with a swarm of monks, to sow 
The seeds of true religion — nothing else — 
Among the tribes of naked infidels. 

And venturing far in unknown seas, he found 
An island, which became monastic ground. 

So runs the legend. Little else was known 
Of him we Spaniards call San Borondon. 

Some said he was a sorcerer, some a priest ; 

None truly knew. But tliis is clear at least, 

That there was seen to appear and disappear 
An island in the west, for many a year, 

That bore his name: but no discoverer yet 
His feet upon that shore had ever set. 

At Teneriffe and Palma I was one 
Who saw that island of San Borondon. 

A hundred of us stood upon the sliore, 

And saw it as it oft was seen before. 

The morn was clear ; and westward from the bay 
It glimmered on the horizon far away. 
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We watched the fog at sunrìse upward curl 
And float ahove that land of rose and pearl; 

And sometimes saw behind a purple peak 
The sun go down. And some said, “ We wul seek 
Westward, until we touch the fairy coast, 

Or prove it only some drowned island’s ghost” — 

But after many days retumed to swear 
The vision vanished in the pale hlue air. 

Yet stifl from off the fair Canary beach 
Lay the strange land that none could ever reach. 
Then others sailed and searched: and some of these 
Ketumed no more across the treacherous seas; 

And no one knew their fate. Until at last 
We hailed a caravel with shattered mast 
Toiflng to harbor. Half her sails were gone. 

“ Ho, mariners, what news of Borondon ? n 
We shouted — but no answering voice repfled; 

No sailors on her gangway we descried; 

Her shrouds looked ghostly t.bìnj her ropes were dim 
As spiders’ webs athwart a tree’s dead flmb; 

And stifl as death she drifted up the bay, 

A battered hulk grown dumb and old and gray. 

At length she touched the strand, and out there crept 
A haggard man, who feebly toward us stepped, 

And answered slowly, while we brought him food 
And wine. He sitting on a stone, we stood 
An ea ger crowd around him, while we sought 
What news he from San Borondon had brought. 
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With eyes that seemed to gaze beyond the space 
Of sea and sky — with strange averted face, 

And voice as when some muttering undertone 
Of wind is heard, when sitting all alone 
On wintry nights, we see the moon grow pale 
With hurrying mists — he thus began his tale. 

“ We saw the island as we sailed away. 

It glimmered on the horizon half that day. 

But while our caravel still westward steered, 

Amazed we stood — the isle had disappeared. 

At night there came a storm. The lightning flashed 
From north to south. The frightful thunder crashed. 
Under bare poles we scudded through the dark, 

Till morning gleamed upon our drifting bark — 

Tbe red-eyed morn ’neath beetling brows of cloud, — 
And the wind changed. Then some one cried aloud, 

‘ Land — at the westward! * And with one accord 
AIl took contagion of that haunting word 
* San Borondon.’ The island seemed to lie 
Three leagues away against a strip of sky 
That on the horizon opened like a crack 
Of yellow light beneath the vault of black; 

Then, as with hearts elate, we nearer sailed, 

The clouds dispersed, the sun arose unveiled. 

The wind had almost lulled; the waves grew calm. 
We neared the isle, we saw the groves of palm, 

The rugged cliffs, the streamlet’s silver thread 
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Dropped from the misiy mountains overhead; 

The shadow-haunted gorges damp and deep; 

The flowery meadows in their dewy sleep; 

The waving grass along the winding rills; 

And, inland far, long slopes of wooded hifls. 

And all the sea was calm for many a mile 
Ahout the shores of that enchanted isle. 

Our sails half-fiUed flapped idly on the mast; 

And all the moming and tbe noon had passed 
Before we touched the shore. Then on the sand 
We stepped and took possession of the land 
For Spain. No signs of life we heard or saw. 

But suddenly we stopped with fear and awe; 

For on the heach were giant footsteps seen, 

And upward tracked into the forests green, 

Then lost. But there, with wondering eyes we found 
A cross nailed to a tree — and on the ground 
Stones ranged in mystic order — and the trace 
Of fire once kindled in that lonely place. 

As though some sorcerer’s sahhath on this ground 
A place for its unholy rites had found. 

And so, in vague perplexity and douht, 

TJntil the sun had set, we roamed ahout. 

And some mto the forest far had strayed, 

VV hile others watched the ship at anchor laid. 

When through the woods there rang a distant hefl. 
We crossed our hreasts, and on our knees we fefl. 
Ave Maria — ’twas the hour of prayer. 
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A consecrated stìllness filled the air. 

No heathen land was this; no wizard’s spell 
The clear sweet ringing of that holy helL 
Scarce had we spoken, when we heard a blast 
Come rushing from the mountains, fierce and fast 
Down a ravine with hoarse and hollow roar; 

And sadden darkness fell npon the shore. 

‘ The ship—the ship! See how she strains her rope— 
All, all ahoard — cast off! we may not hope 
To save her on these rocks. Away, away! * 

Then as we leapt ahoard in tossing spray, 

Still fiercer blew the wind, and hurled us far 
Into the night without a moon or star. 

And from the deck the sea swept all the crew. 

And I alone was left, to hring to you 

This tale. When moming came, the isle was gone— 

The unhallowed land you call San Borondon; 

A land of sorcery and of wicked spells, 

Of hilìs and groves profane and demon dells. 

Good friends, beware ! Seek not the accursed shore, 
For they who touch its sands retum no more, 

Save hy a miracle, as I have done — 

Praised be Madonna and her blessed Son! ” 

Such was his story. But when morning came, 

There lay that smiling island, just the same. 

And still they sail to find the enchanted shore 
That guards a fearful mystery evermore. 
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A thousand years may pass away—but none 
Shall know the secret of San Borondon. 

And so, percbance, a tbousand years may roH, 
And none shall solve the enigma of the sonl— 
That baffling island in the unknown sea 
Whose boundless deep we name Etemity. 
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O good Old Year! this night ’s your last. 
And mnst yon go ? With yon I ’ve passed 
Some days that bear revision. 

For these I ’d thank yon, ere yon make 
Yonr jonmey to the Stygian lake, 

Or to the fields Elysian. 

Long have yon been onr honsehold guest; 
To keep yon we have tried onr best. 

Yon mnst not stay, yon tell us, 

Not even to introdnce your heir, 

Who comes so fresh and debonnair 
He needs mnst make yon jealons. 

I heard yonr footsteps overhead 
To-night—and to myself I said 

He ’s packing his portmantean. 

His book and staff like Prospero’s 
He has huried, where nobody knowB, 

And finished his last canto. 
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THE OLD YEAR. 

Your well-known hat and cloak still look 
The same npon their entry hook, 

And seem as if they grew here. 

Bnt they, ah me! will soon he gone, 

And we be sitting here alone 

To welcome in the New Year. 

The boots so oft pnt out at night 
Will vanish ere to-morrow’s light 
Across the east is buming. 

When morning comes, full well I know 
They ’ll leave no footprints in the snow 
Of going or retuming. 

At twèlve o’clock to-night Queen Mab 
Wiil take you in her spectral cab 

To catch the downward fast train. 

Some of us will sit up with you, 

And drink a partìng cup with you, 

While I indite this last strain. 

O good old wise frost-headed Year, 

You ’ve brought us health and strength and cheer, 
Though sometimes care and sorrow. 

Each mom you gave us newer hope 
That reached beyond the cloudy scope 
Of our unseen to-morrow. 
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We knew you when you were, forsooth, 
No better than a stranger youth—- 
A fast youth, some one muttered, 
When thinking how the days you gave 
On ghostly horses to their grave 

Have gaHoped, flown and fiuttered. 

But what is time, by moon and stars 
Checked offi in monthly calendars, 

To fairy kings like you here ? 

What are the centuries that span 
The inch-wide spaces ruled by man ? 

Or what are Old and New Year? 

You go to join the million years, 

The great veiled deep that never clears 
Before our mortal seeing: 

The shrouded death, the evolving life, 
The growth, the mystery, the strife 
Of elemental being. 

We see in your abstracted eye 
The clouded flame of prophecy, 

Of time the immortal scorning — 
And yet the sympathetic smile 
That says, “ I fain would stay awhile 
To bid your rhymes good-moming.” 
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THE OLD TEAR. 

Ah! no more rhymes for you and me, 

Old Year, shall we together see, — 

Yes, we to-night mnst sever. 

Grood-hye, old Number Seventy-five! 

It ’s nearly time you took your drive 
Into the dark forever. 

The train that stops for you will let 

A stranger out we never met, 

To take your place and station. 

With greetings glad and shouts of joy 

They ’ll welcome him — while you, old hoy, 
Depart with no ovation. 

Besides, he has a higher claim 

Than you — a grand ancestral name 
That sets the hells arringing. 

The great Centennial Year is he. 

The nation’s noisy juhilee 

Young Seventy-six is hringing. 

I hear the pufBng of his steam. 

I hear his locomotive scream 

Across the hills and meadows. 

One parting glass — the last — the last! 

Ten minutes more, and you ’ll have passed 
Into the realm of shadows. 
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Five minutes yet ? But talk must end. 
On with your cloak and cap, old friend I 
Too long we have been prating. 

Your blessing now! We ’ll think of yovu 
Ah, there ’s the clock! Adiea—adiea 1 
I see your cab is waitìng. 

December 31 , 1875 . 
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A hundred years — and slie had sat, a qaeen 
Sheltering her children, opening wide her gates 
To all the inflowing tribes of earth. At first 
Storms raged around her; hut her stumbling feet 
Were planted firm upon the eternal rock. 

Her young majestic head with sunny curls 
And features tense with hope and prophecy 
Now rose above the clouds of war. She gazed 
Wistful yet calm into the coming years, 

And grew in strength and wisdom: and afar 
Across the sea the nations of the world 
Beheld, and muttered from their ancient halls, 

“ Who is this stranger, young, unskilled and bold, 
This Amazonian regent of the wilds 
We spurned, and only sought when exile doomed — 
Whose sons are marshalling the land and sea, 

The winds, the electric currents and the light, 

To do her bidding ? Who this Titan queen 
Whose face is flushed with sunrise, and whose hands 
Reach forth to welcome all our swarms disowned, 
Cast forth upon her shores, and turn their blight 
To bloom and culture — e’en their crime to good ? ” 
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Then some beheld her with derisive sneers, 

Judgments derived from roles of use outworn, 

And stale conventional comparison; 

With fear and envy some — others with awe 
And vague hope of ideal rights of man, — 

Green harvests now, but swelling into grain 
For future time. 

And still the years rolled on. 
Tremors of battlefields thrilled through her limbs, 
Once, twice, and thrice — the last, alas ! like shocks 
Of agonizing pain ; for round her feet 
Her own — her children grappled in the fields 
Of blood and cannon-shot and fire and smoke—- 
One recreant multitude for slavery’s crown, 

And one for freedom and the common cause 
That gave the country birth, and pledged the States 
To unbroken union based on equal rights. 

But justice triumphed, and the stricken land 
Regained her poise hard-won. 

Still rolled the years, 
Till now she rounds her circling century; 

And Peace and Plenty smile upon her fields 
That stretch from sea to sea. Then she arose 
And spake unto the States that clustered round, 

Her children all, war’s yawning gulf o’erbridged, 
North, south, and east and west, her children still; 

And to the ancestral realms across the seas: — 

“ This year I celebrate my birth. For me, 
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One of the Titan race of latest days, 

A race Satumian fables knew not of, 

When giants grew, hut hearts and minds were dwarfed 
And cramped by precedents of brutal force 
That stormed Olympus, so must needs be crushed — 
For me a hundred years are as one year 
To you, and this centennial year a day. 

Therefore ’t is meet that we invite the world 
To bring its vaiious treasures to our shores, 

And blend with us, through symbols and results 
Of art and grand achievement, in the creed 
Of human brotherhood. And may this year 
Be as the seal and pledge of race with race 
Forever — one with all, and all with one! ” 

Then in a chosen spot, where the first vowb 
Of Liberty were plighted, we beheld 
A wonder-work, as though some Geni snared 
By incantation wrought the people’s wilL 
For stately palaces arose and gleamed 
Amid the trees; and on the distant sea 
Came argosies full-laden with a wealth, 

Not such as Cortez from the plundered realms 
Of Montezuma bore, blood-steeped and wrapped 
In crime, back to voracious Spain — but brought 
With friendly rivalry from every clime; 

From shops and looms of quiet industry 
And rare inventive art; more wonderful 
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Than crnde barbaric dajs could ever dream. 

Tbere, heaped profuselj through those spacious halls, 
The treasures of the abounding centorj 
Were ranged in order. Thither, as to a shore, 

The crowding time-waves of a hundred jears — 

Silent as streams of air—had pulsed and flowed 
And broke in surges, not of jeastj foam, 

Resultless thought, and aimless buhble-dreams, 

But products of the busj world-wide Mind. 

From European and from Asiaii lands, 

From tropic heats and Arctic solitudes, 

From towns of traffic and from westem wilds, 

From sunless mines and clear, high-windowed halls 
Of skill and industrj, and lonelj rooms 
Where artists and inventors dreamed and toiled, 
Pledged to some dear thought-burden of a life: — 
From schools and laboratories closelj bent 
On nature’s inmost secrets, and where swift 
Discoverj trod upon discoverj’s heels, 

In silent unforeseen audacitj 
Of masterlj conception and result. 

Here Europe lavished all her modem wealth 
Of apt contrivance, imitative sMll, 

And costlj comfort. There remote Japan 
With strange and fascinating styles of art 
Took fancj captive; and the Orient lands, 

Whose more familiar forms we knew, set forth 
Their porcelain wonders and their bronzes quaint, 
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Their ivory lace-work and their brilliant silks. 

And there, from end to end of one vast space 
Throhhed the hlind force whose swift gigantic arm 
A thousand glistening iron slaves oheyed, 

By science taught to serve the age’s need. 

And day hy day the thronging multitndes, 

Flowing and ehhing like a tìde, swept hy, 

And up and down through halls and corridors 
Feastìng their eyes in endless holiday, 

Through long, far-reaching vistas all compact 
Of use and heauty. 

Proud she well may he. 

Once cast on rocks and cradled in the winds, 

She now commands, our Titan mother queen; 

While thus the flattering world crowds round her feet, 

One half to see the gifts the other half 

Has laid hefore her — and we celebrate 

Her first proud century’s close with worthy signs 

Of universal hrotherhood and peace. 

Then ring, ye bells! and let tìie organs hlow 
And swell the choral hymn of praise and joy. 

And let the grand orchestral symphonies 
Resound through park and palace ; while afar 
The flying thunders of the steam hiing in 
And out the thousands who in joyous groups 
Make hlithe centennial festìval and ch eer. 

And as the autumn days move caJmly on. 
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And from the trees the red and yellow leaves 
Drop to the earth—let not the lesson fall 
Unheeded. With fratemal grasp we have met 
Through all these summer and autumnal months. 
Henceforth may peace and unity prevail 
O’er all the land. America demands 
No pledge less true for her Centennial Tear. 

October t 1876 . 


49 


384 

AFTER THE CENTENNIAL. 

(A HOPE.) 

Before onr eyes a pageant rolled 
Whose banners every land unfurled; 

And as it passed, its spiendors told 
The art and glory of the world. 

The nations of the earth have stood 
With face to face and hand in hand, 

And sworn to common hrotherhood 
The sundered souls of every land. 

And while America is pledged 
To light her Pharos towers for all, 

While her broad mantle, starred and edged 
With truth, o’er high and low shall fall; 

And while the electric nerves still helt 
The State and Continent in one, —— 

The discords of the past shaU melt 
Like ice heneath the summer sun. 
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0 land of hope! thy futnre yeara 
Are shrouded from our mortal sight; 

But thou eansfc fcurn the century’s feara 
To heralds of a cloudless light! 

The sacred torch our fathera lit 
No wild misrule can ever quench; 

Still in our midsfc wise judges sit, 

Whom party passion cannot hlench. 

From soul to soul, from hand to hand 
Thy sons have passed thafc fcorch along, 

Whose flame by Wisdom’s breafch is fanned, 
Whose staff is held by runners strong. 

0 Spirifc of immortal truth, 

Thy power alone that circles all 

Can feed the fire as in its youfch — 

Can hold the runners lesfc they fall! 

February 2 , 1877 . 
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A NIGHT-PICTURE. 

A GEOAiT from a dim-lit npper room — 

A stealthy step on the stairs in the gloom — 
A hurried glance to left, to right 
In the conrt helow—then out in the night 
There creeps a man through an alley lììm, 
Till lost in the crowd. Let us follow hìm. 

The night is black as he hurries along; 

The streets are filled with a jostìing throng; 
The sidewalks soak in the misty rain. 

He dares not look hehind again — 

For every stranger eye he caught 
Was sure to know his inmost thought. 

The darkened casements looking down 
From tall grim houses seemed to frown. 

The glohes in the druggìsts’ windows shone 
Like fiery eyes on him alone, 

And dashed great spots of bloody red 
On the wet pavements as he fled. 

And as he passed the gas-lamps taD, 

He saw his lengthening shadow faU 
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Before hìs feet, till it grew and grew 
To a giant self of a darker hne. 

But turning down some lampless street 
He left hehind the trampling feet, 

And on through wind and rain he strode, 

Where far along on the miry road 

The nnwindowed shanties darkening stood — 

À beggarly and outlawed hrood, 

’Mid half-hewn rocks and piles of dirt— 

The ragged fringe of the city’s skirt. 

Then on, still on throngh the starless night, 
Shrinking from every distant light, 

Startìng at every roadside hush, 

Or swollen stream in its torhid rush— 

On, still on, till he gained the wood 
In whose rank depths his dwelling stood. 

Then over his head the hillows of wind 
Rocked and roared hefore and hehind ; 

And all of a sndden the clouds let ont 
Their pale white moon-shafts all about 
A dreary patch where the trees were dead, 

By a rocky swamp and a ruined shed; 

And a path through the tangled woods appeared 
Between two oaks where the hriers were cleared. 
And under the gloom he reaches at last 
His door — creeps in and locks it fast; 

Then strikes a match and lights a lamp, 

And draws from his pocket heavy and damp 
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A wallet of leather thick and brown. 

Then at a table sitting down, 

To count the — Hark, what noise was that! 
A rattling shntter ? A rasping rat 
Under the floor ? He tums to the door, 

And sees that his windows are all secnre. 

Then kindles a fire, and dries his clothes, 

And eats and drinks, and tries to doze. 

Bnt down the chimney lond and fast 
Like distant cannon roars the blast, 

And on the wind come cries and calls 
And voices of awfnl waterfalls, 

And winding homs and ringing hells, 

And smothered sohs and groans and yells. 

And thongh he tnms into his hed 
And wraps his hlanket aronnd his head, 

Sleep will not come, or only sleep 
That slides him down on an nnknown deep, 
From which he starts — and then it seemed 
He had not done the deed, hnt dreamed. 

Ah, wonld it were a dream, tha wild 
Wet night, and he once more a child! 
••••••• 

On a flying train, in the dawning day 
And the fragrant mom, he is far away. 

But secret eyes have pierced the night, 

And lightning words ontstripped his flight. 
And far in the north, where none could know, 
The law’s long arm has reached its foe. 
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(A TBTJE STOBT.) 

She stood beside the iron road, 

A littìe child of ten years old. 

She heaxd two meeting thonders rolled 
From north and south, that plainly showed 
Danger too fearful to be told. 

Nearer, still nearer, rumbling on, 

One train approached with crashing speed. 
What could she do ? Who would give heed 
To her— a child, who stood alone 
And voiceless as a roadside weed ? 

A feeble cry she raised, and stood 
Across the track, — and then untied 
Her littìe apron from her side, 

And waved it swiftìy as she could — 

If only she might be espied! 
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If only on the hissing back 

Of that huge monster nearing fast 
The engineer his eye miglit cast 
On her there on tlie curving track, 

And heed her signal ere he passed! 

She stands with shout and warning beck; 

On comes the train with tliundering roar. 
The fìreman sees — he looks once more — 
He sees a little waving speck, 

And slackening, slower moves and slower. 

“ Hi — little girl! what ’s all this row ? ” 

“ Another train ! — my ears it stuns ! 

It rounds the curve like rattling guns ! 
Back — back ! — for I must signal now 
The other.” And away she runs. 

So by this little maiden’s hand 

Were hundreds saved from fearful lot. 
But when with awe they spoke of what 
They had escaped, and made demand 
About the child, they found her not. 

For she had vanished thi’ough the wood. 
None guessed her dwelling-place or name, 
Nor by what wondrous chance she came; 
While home she ran in blithesome mood, 
Nor knew she had done a deed of fame. 
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But in tho old times they would have said 
It was an angel had stood there — 

The hood above her golden hair 
A nimhus glowing round a head 
With supernatural radiance fair. 

The small white apron that she waved 
Across the dangerous iron track 
To warn the rushing engines back, 

Might have been wings, whose flashing saved 
Five hundred souls from mortal wrack. 

November, 1882 . 
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AN OLD UMBRELLA. 

An old ombrella in the hall, 

Battered and baggy, quaint and queer; 

By all the rains of many a year 
Bent, stained, and faded — that is a3L 
Warped, broken, twisted by the blast 
Of twenty winters, till at last, 

Like some poor close-reefed schooner cast, 
AIl water-logged, with half a mast, 

XJpon the rocks — it finds a nook 
Of shelter on an entry hook: — 

Old battered craft—>how came you here? 

Ah, could it speak, ’t would tell of one — 
Old Simon Dowles, who now is gone — 
Gone where the weary are at rest; 

Of one who locked within its breast 
His private sorrows o’er his lot, 

And in his humble work forgot 
That he was but a toiling bark 
Upon the billows in the dark, 

Wbile the brave newer ships swept by 
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Sailing beneath a prosperous sky, 

And winged witb opportmnties 
Fate had denied to hands Eke his. 

A plain, old-fashioned wigbt was be 
As these sport-loving days coold see; 

He in his youth had loved and lost 
His loyal true-love. Ever since 
His lonely lif e was flecked and crossed 
By sorrow’s nameless shadow-tìnts. 

Yet never a mnrmur from his Hps 
Told of his darkened soul’s edipse. 

I often think I stifl can hear 

His voice so blithe, his tones of cheer, 

As, dropping in to say “ good-day,” 

He gossiped in his old man’s way. 

And yet we laughed when he had gone. 

We youngsters couldn’t understand — 

No matter if it rained or shone, 

He held the umbrella in his hand. 

Or if he set it in the hafl, 

Where other shedders of the rain 
Stood dripping up against the waH, 

His was too shabby and too plain 
To tempt exchange. Afl passed it by, 
Though showers of rain were pouring down 
And all the gutters of the town 
Were torrents in the darkening sky. 
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He never left it once behind 
Save the last tìme he crossed onr door. 
Oblivions shadows o’er his mind 
Presaged his failing strengthu Before 
The moming he had passed awaj 
In peacefol sleep from night to day. 
And here the old brown umbrella stìU 
In its old corner stays to fill 
The place, as best it may, of him 
Who on this wild and wintry night 
Is snrely with the saint s of light — 

For whom my eyes grow moist and dim 
While I this simple rhyme indite. 


TO IONE. 


At.t. day wìthm me, sweet and dear 
The song yon sang is ringing. 

At night in my half-dreaming ear 
I hear yon singing, singing. 

Ere thonght takes np its homespnn thread 
When early mom is breaking, 

Sweet snatches hover ronnd my hed 
And cheer me when awaking. 

The snnrise hrings the melody 
I only half rememher, 

And snmmer seems to smile for me, 

Althongh it is Decemher. 

Throngh drifting snow, throngh dropping rain, 
Throngh gnsts of wind, it hannts me. 

The tantalizing old refrain 
Perplexes, yet enchants me. 
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TO IONE. 

The mystìc chords that hore along 
Tour voice so calmly splendid, 

In glimmering fragments with the song 
Are joined and vaguely blended. 

I touch my instrument and grope 
Along the keys’ confusion, 

And dally with the chords in hopes 
To catch the sweet illusion. 

In vain of that consummate hour 
I court the full completeness, 

The perfume of the hidden flower, 

The perfect bloom and sweetness. 

Of strains that were too rich to last 
A baffled memory lingers. 

The theme, the air, the chords have passed; 
They mock my voice and fingers. 

They steal away as sunset flres 
Lose one by one their flashes, 

And cheat the eye with smouldering pyres 
And banks of gray cloud-ashes. 

And yet I know the old alloy 
That dims and disentrances 

The golden visions and the joy 
Of bope’s resplendent fancies 
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Can never touch that festal hour 
ln sonl and sense recorded, 

Thongh scattered rose leaves from yonr bower 
Alone my search rewarded. 

The nnconnected strains alone 
Sorvive to hring you nearer, 

As when our queen of song and tone 
Made vassals of each hearer. 

Yet through the night and through the day 
The notes and chords are ringing. 

Their echo will not pass away 
I hear you singing—singing. 
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AFTER-LIFE. 

O boon and curse in one — this ceaseless need 
Of looking still behind ns and hefore! 

Gift to the soul of eyes that cannot read 
Life’s open hook of cahalistic lore; — 

Eyes that discem a light and joy divine 
Twinkling heyond the twilight clouds afar, 

Yet know not if it he the countersign 

Of moods and thoughts, or some eternal star. 

What taunt of destiny still s timulat es 
Yet haffles all desire, or wise or fond, 

To pierce the veil ne’er lifted hy the fates 
Between the life that ends and lif e heyond ? 

We sit hefore the doors of death, and dream 
That when they ope to let our hrothers in, 

We catch, hefore they close, some flitting gleam 
Of gl°ry where their after-lives hegin. 
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And with the light a transient bnrst of song 
Comes from within the gates that shnt again 
XJpon our dead. Then we, the proud, the strong, 

Sit crnshed and lonely in onr wordless pain. 

Weeping, we knock against the hars, and call, 

u Speak — speak, O love, for we are left alone! ** 
We hear our voices echo against the waH, 

And dream it is a spirit*s answering tone. 

u Come back, or answer ns! ** In vain we ciy. 

Naught is so near as death, so far away 
As life beyond. They only know who die: 

And we who live can only guess and pray. 

If ’t were indeed a voice not bom within — 

Some sure authentic sign from unknown realms — 
Some note that heart and reason both could win — 
Some carol like yon orìole in the elms; 

Though but a vague and broken music caught, 

Heard in the darkness, and then heard no more — 
Sinking in sudden silence — while in thought 
We piece the strains ontside the muffled door 

That leads into the light and perfect joy 

Of the full concert—then *t were bliss indeed 
No present griefs could darken or destroy; 

Somewhere life’s mysteiy we should learn to read. 
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Somewhere we then nodght drop the ripened seed 
Of life, to grow again heyond the sky— 

Nor deem the hnman sonl a withering weed 
Bom hnt to hloom a snmmer tìme and die. 
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PKINCE YOUSUF AND THE ALCAYDE. 

A MOOKISH BAXiLAB. 

Iif Grenada reigned Mohammed, 

Sixth who bore the name was he; 

But the rightfol king, Prince Yousn^ 

Pined in long captmty: 

Yonsnf, hrother to Mohammed. 

Him the king had seized and sent 

Prisoner to a Moorish castle, 

Where ten years his life was spent. 

111 and feeble, now the nsnrper 
Felt his death was hastening on, 

And would fain beqneath his kingdom 
And his title to his son. 

Calling then a trnsty servant, 

He to him a letter gave — 

“ Take my fleetest horse, and hasten, 

If my life yon wish to save. 
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“ Hie thee to the hrave Alcayde 
Of my castle hy the sea; 

To his hands give thon this letter, 

And his physician hring to me.” 

Then in haste his servant monnted, 

And for many a league he rode, 

TiU he reached the conrt and castle 
"Where the captive prince abode. 

There sat Yousuf and the Alcayde 
In the castle, playing chess. 

“ What is this ? ” the keeper muttered. 

“ Some bad tidings, as I guess.” 

Pale he grew, and sat and trembled, 

VVhile his eye the letter scanned; 

And his voice was choked and speechless, 

As he dropped it from his hand. 

“ Now what ails thee ? ” cried Prince Yousuf. 
u Doth the king demand my head ? ” 

“ Bead it! ” gasps the good Alcayde. 
u Ah, my lord — would I were dead! ” 

Yousuf read " “ VV hen this shall reach you, 
Slay my brother, and his head 
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Straightway by the bearer send me; 

So I may he sure he ’s dead- 

u So ” — cried Yousuf. “ This I looked for. 

Now let ns play out our game. 

I was losing—you were winning 
When this ugly message came.” 

All confused, the poor Alcayde 
Played his knights and bishops wrong; 
And the prince his moves corrected. 

So in silence sat they long. 

In his mind Prince Yousuf pondered, 

“Why this hasty message send, 

If my kind and thoughtful brother 
Were not hastening to his end? 

“ Surely he is ill or dying. 

And if I must lose my head, 

My young nephew will succeed him 
O’er Grenada in my stead. 

“ Though my keeper still is friendly, 

I must gain some hours’ delay. 

He is poor: the king may bribe him. 

He may change ere dose of day.” 
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Then alond— u Come, good Alcayde — 
One more game before I die. 

And be snre yon make no blnnders— 

I may beat yon yet. I ’ll tiy.” 

In his lonely life the keeper 

Dearly loved his game of chess; 

Therefore needs he little urging, 

Though sad thcnghts his sonl oppress. 

For an kour or two they battled, 

And the Alcayde gained amain; 

For the prince with restìess glances 
Gazed beyond the window-pane. 

Still the chess-board lay between them; 
And the Alcayde played his best; 

Took no note of gliding honrs, 

Till the snnset fired the west. 

Yet he gained not, for Frince Xousnf 
With a sndden checkmate sprang 

TJnforeseen — and that same moment —*» 
Hark —- was that a bugle rang ? 

Throngh the western windows gazing 
Far across the dusty 
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Yousuf saw the flash of lances— 

An d the bugle rang again. 

And two knights appeared adyancing 
Like two eagles on the wing. 

Allab Akbar! From Grenada 
Faces flushed with joy they bring. 

The king is dead! Long live King Yousnf! 
Long lost lord—our rightful king! 
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ROSAMOND. 


In the fragrant bright June morning, Rosamond, the 
queen of girls, 

Down the marble doorsteps Ioiters, radiant with her 
sunny curls; 

0 er the green sward through the garden passes to the 
river’s brink — 

Throws away an old bouquet, and wonders if ’twill float 
or sink. 


Then retuming through the garden, round and round the 
lawn she goes, 

Singing, as she cuts fresh roses, she herself her world’s 
fair rose; 


In her dainty moming-robe and straw hat shading half 
her face —- 

Ticturesque in form and feature, lovely in her youth 
and grace; 


her hand a little dagger, sharp and glittering in the 
sun, 


Rifling hearts of thomy bushes, cutting roses one by one, 
Pmk and white and blood-red crimson — some in bud 
and some full-blown. 
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There through lawn and grove and garden sings she to 
herself alone; 

Softly sings in broken snatches some old song of Spain 
or France, 

As she holds her roses off at full arm’s length, with 
sidelong glance, 

Shiftbg groups of forms and colors; for a painter’s eye 
hath she, 

And all beauty pleaseth her, so artist-like and fancy-free. 

Now she enters her boudoir and sets her roses in a vase. 

There for seven days and nights their bloom and frair 
grance fill the place. 

When the petals droop and fade, she ’ll bear them to 
the river’s brink; 

Singing, throw them on the waves, and wonder if they T1 
float or sink. 

Will she bear away to-night a bunch of lovers* rose- 
hearts, pray ? 

Set them in her vase a week—then throw them with 
her flowers away ? 
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Ah, who can tell which guide were hest 
To truth long sought, hut unattained— 

The early faith, or late unr est ? 

What age has eamed, or hoyhood gained? 

When down life’s vista as we gaze, 

Where vanished youth’s rememhered gleam, 
The radiance of the unconscious days — 

Tte dream that hnew not ’t was a dream— 


The tirne ere yet the shades of doubt 
Before our steps crept lengthening on, 
And morn and noon spread all ahout 
Their warm and fragrant h enis on —- 

Was this a vision of the mind 

That comes hut once and disappears? 
And can our rìper wisdom find 
A clearer path in after years ? 
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The lore of phflosophic age, 

The legendaiy creed of youth— 

Say which should trace upon life’s page 
The book-mark of the snrest truth? 

Ah ; question not. The unconscious life 
That leaps to its spontaneous deed 
Alone can harmonize the strife 

Between the impulse and the deed. 

Through dark and light—through change on change 
The planet-soul is pledged to move, 

Steeped all along its spinning range 
In sunshine bom of thought and love. 




MY STUDIO. 


I love it, yet I hardly can tell why— 

My stadio with its window to the sky, 

Far up above the noises of the street, 

The rumbling carts, the ceaseless tramp of feet; 

A privacy secure from idle crowds, 

And public only to the flying douds. 

No shadowed comers round about me hide. 
Clear-Kghted stand its wafls on every side, 

Each sketch and picture showing at its best. 

A room for cheery work that needs no rest. 

Only too short these days of autumn seem, 

Where labor is but joy and peace supreme; 

Where fields and woods, towns, skies, and winding rxlls 
Still haunt the memory as the canvas fills. 

And while the painter plies his eamest task, 

•He seems as in some vision-land to hask; 

And all that fed hìs eye and fired his soul 
When in the golden summer days he stole 
Theìr forms and colors, now lived o’er again, 

Runs like a strain of music through his hrain. 
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MY STUDIO. 

0 joyous tasks of art! withont yoor speQ 
Life were a dull and dreary cloister-cell, 

AU nature darkened and all beauty dinu 
But ye £11 up its chalice to the brìm 
With draughts as sweet as ever yet, I ween, 
Mowed in the poets’ sparkling Hippocrene. 
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TALENT AND GENIUS. 

i. 

On the high road travelling steady, 

Sure, alert, and ever ready, 

Prompt to seize àll fit occasion, 

Courting power and wealth and station; 

One clear aim hefore him keeping 
With a vigilance unsleeping; 

Prizing most the ephemeral flower 
Blooming for a hrilliant hour; 

With self-conscious action moving; 

Well known truths intent on proving ; 

Radiant in his day and season 
With the world’s reflected reason; 

Noting times, effects, and causes, 

Phaon wins the crowd’s applauses. 

n. 

Wing’d like an eagle o’er mountains and meadows, 
Lit hy their splendors or hid hy their shadows; 
Borne hy a power supernal, resistless; 

Dreaming through trances ahstracted and listless; 
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Svrooping capricious to faults and to errors, 
Bedeemed by a virtue unconscious of terrors; 
Linking witb ease his result and endeavor; 

Opening through chaos fresh pathways forever; 
Gilding the world with his thoughts and his fancies • 
Scornful of fashions and heedless of chances; 

Tet in obscurity living and dying—- 
Hylas, a voice in the wilderness crying, 

Only is heard when no hand can restore bìm, 

Only is known when the grave closes o’er bìm. 


VENICE. 


While the skies of this northern Xovemher 
Scowl down with a darkening menace, 

I wonder if you still remember 

That marvellous snmmer in Yenice. 

VVhen the mornings by clouds unencumbered 
Smiled on in unchanging persistence 
On the broad bright laguna that slumbered 
Afar in the magical distan ce. 

And the mirror of waters reflected 

The sails in their gay plumage grouping 
Like tropical birds that erected 

Their wings, or sat drowsily drooping. 

How by moonlight our gondola gliding 

Through gleams and through shadows of wonder, 
With its sharp flashing beak flew dividing 
The waves slipping silently under. 
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VENICE. 

Then almost too full seemed the chalice 
Of new brnmmng life and of beauty, 

As we floated bj Hiva and palace, 

Dogana and statelj Salute — 

Through deep-mouthed canals overshaded 
Bj balconies gray, qnaint and olden, 

Where ruins of centuries faded 

Stood stripped of their azure and golden. 

Do you call back the days when before us 
The masters of art shone revealing 

Their marvels of color — and o’er us 
Glowed grand on the rich massy ceiling 

In the halls of the doges, where trembled 
The state in its turbulent fever, 

And purple-robed senates assembled 
In days that are shadows forever ? 

Tou remember the yellow light tipping 
The domes when the sunset was dying; 

The crowds on the quays, and the sltipping; 
The pennons and flags that were flying; — 
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Saint Mark’s with its mellow-toned glory, 
The splendor and gloom of its riches; 
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VENICE. 

The eolranns Byzantine and hoary; 

The arches, the gold-crusted niches; 

Ànd the days when the snnshine invited 
The painters abroad, nntil moorìng 
Their hark in the shadow, delighted 
They wrougbt at their lahors allnrìng; 

The pictnres receding in stretches 
Of amher and opal aronnd ns— 

The joy of onr moraings of sketches — 

The spell of achievement that honnd ns? 

Ah, never Ihnsy my hrnshes 

With scenes of that radiant weather, 

Bnt throngh me the memory rnshes 
When we were in Venice together. 

Fair Venice, the pearl-shell of cities! 

Thongh poor the ohlations we hring her — 
The pictnres, the songs and the ditties — 

Ah , stiU we mnst paint her and sing her! 


A vision of heanty long vanished, 

A dream that is joy to rememher, 

A solace that cannot he hanished 
By all the c hJI I hlasts of Novemher! 





417 


THE TWO DREAMS. 

I met one ìn the Land of Sleep 
Who seemed a frìend long known and tme. 
I woke. That frìend I conld not keep— 

For him I never knew. 

Yet there was one in life’s young mom 
Loved me, I thonght, as I loved him. 

Slow from that trance I waked forlom, 

To find his love grown dim. 

He hy whose side in dreams I ranged, 
Unknown hy name, my frìend still seems; 
While he I knew so well has changed. 

So hoth were only dreams. 
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AT THE GBAVE OF KEATS. 


TO Q. W. C. 

Long, long ago, in tlie sweet Boman spring 
Through the bright morning air we slowly strolled, 

And in the blue heaven heard the skylarks sing 
Above the ruins old — 

Beyond the Forum’s crumbling grass-grown piles, 
Through high-waUed lanes o’erhung with blossoms 
white 

That opened on the far Campagna’s miles 
Of verdure and of light; 

TUl by the grave of Keats we stood, and found 
A rose some loyal hand had planted there. 

Making more sacred stiU that haUowed ground, 

And that enchanted air. 

A single rose, whose fading petals droopèd, 

And seemed to wait for us to gather them. 

So, kneeling on the humble mound, we stooped 
And plucked it from its stem. 
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AT THE GRAVE OF KEATS. 

One rose, and nothing more. We shared its leaves 
Between ns, as we shared the thoughts of one 
Called from the fields before his unripe sheaves 
Could feel the harvest son. 

That rose’s fragrance is forever fled 
For ns, dear friend—but not the poet’s lay. 

He is the rose — deathless among the dead— 
Whose perfume lives to-day. 
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BROKEN WINGS. 

Gray-headed poets, whom the full years bless 
"With life and health and chance still multiplied 
To hold your forward course — fame and success 
Close at your side; 

Who easier won your bays hecause the fields 

Lacked reapers; — time lias been your helper long. 
Kich are the crops your busy tillage yields — 

Your arms still strong. 

Honor to you, your talent and your truth. 

As ye have soared and sung, still may ye sing! 

Yet we remember some who fell in youth 
With broken wing. 

Names nigh forgotten now, by time erased, 

Or else placarded o’er by those long known, 

Had fate permitted, might they not have blazed 
Beside your own ? 

Ah yes, due fame for all who have achieved; 

And yet a thought for those w r ho died too young — 
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Their green fruit dropped — their visions half con- 
ceived — 

Their lays unsung! 

A tribute song for tliem! Reach forth, renowned 
And honored ones, from your green sunny glades, 
And grasp tlieir spirit-hands — the bards uncrowned 
Amid the shades. 

Not those whom glory follows to a bier 

Enshrined in marble, decked with costly flowers. 

The loud world speaks their praise from year to year. 
They need not ours. 

But for the dead whose promise faìled through death, 
The great who might have been — whose early bloom 
Dropping like roses in the north-wind’s breath, 

Found but a tomb. 

Yet it may be, in some bright land, unchecked 
By fate — some fair Elysian field unknown, 

Their brows by brighter laurel wreaths are decked — 
Their seat a throne ; 

While spirits of the illustrious dead, the seers, 

Prophets and poets of the olden days 
Mingle, perchance, with theirs, as with their peers, 
Immortal lays. 
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SEA PICTUEES. 

L 

MORNIXG. 

The moming snn Las pierced the mist, 
And beach and cliff and ocean Hssed. 
Blne as the lapis-lazuli 
The sea reflects the azure sky. 

In the salt healthy hreeze I stand 
TJpon the solid floor of sand. 

Along the nntrodden shore are seen 
Fresh tnfts of weed maroon and green, 
And mffled kelp and stranded sticks 
And shells and stones and sea-moss mix. 
The low hlack rocks, forever wet, 

Lie tangled in their pulpy net. 

The shy sand-pipers fly and light — 

And swallows circle ont of sight. 

Ont where the sky the horizon meets 
Glide glimmering sails in scattered fleets. 
Old Ocean smiles as thongh amid 
His leagues of hrine no treachery hid. 
And safe npon the sandy marge, 

By stranded hoat and floating harge. 
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SEA PICTURES. 

(Jay chfldren leap and langh. and ran, 
Browned by the salt air and the son- 
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EVENXN'G. 

Now thickening twflight presses down 
Upon the harbor and the town, 

And all aronnd a misty pall 
Of dofl gray clond hangs over afl. 

The haddling fishing-sloops fle safe, 

While far away the breakers chafe. 

And now the landsman’s straining eye 
Mingles the gray sea with the sky. 

Far ont upon the darkening deep 
The white ghosts of the ocean leap. 

Boone Island’s light, a lonely star, 

Is flashing o’er the waves afar. 

Up the broad beach the sea rolls in 
In never-ending foam and din ; 

And afl along the craggy shore 
Resounds one long continnons roar. 

We tnm away, and hafl each gleam 
Where lamps from cottage windows stream. 
For sad and solemn is the moan 
Of ocean when the day has flown, 

And, bome on dusky wings, the night 
Wraps in a shrond the dying flght. 
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ABS LONGA, YITA BREYIS. 

I stabted on a lonely road. 

A few companìons with me went. 

Some fell bebind, some forward strode, 

Bnt all on one Mgh pnrpose bent: 

To live for Nature, frnding trnth 
In beanty, and the sbrines of art$ 

To consecrate onr joyons youth 
To a.hna ontside the common mart. 

The way was steep, thongh pleasure crowned 
Our toil with every step we took. 

The morning air was spiced aronnd 
From many a pine and cedar nook. 

I tumed aside and lingered long 
To plnck a rose, to hear a bird, 

To mnse, while listening to the song 
Of brooks throngh leafy coverts heard $ 

To live in thonghts that brought no fam e 
Or guerdon from the thoughtless crowd; 
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To toil for ends that conld not claim 
The world’s applauses coarse and loud ; 

Then onward pressed. But far before 
I saw my comrades on the heights. 

They no divided homage hore 

To Beauty’s myriad sounds and sights. 

In blithe self-confidence they wrought. 

Some strove for fame and fame’s reward. 

They pleased the public’s facile thought; 

Then paused and stretched them on the sward. 

And still though oft I bind my sheaf 
In fields my comrades have not known; 

Though Art is long and life is brief, 

And youth has now forever flown, 

I would not lose the raptures sweet, 

Nor scorn the toil of earlier years; 

Stm would I climb with eager feet, 

Though towering height on height appears — 

And up the mountain road I see 
A younger throng with voices loud, 

Who side by side press on with me, 

Till I am lost amid the crowd. 
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LOVE’S VOYAGE. 

As once I sat upon tbe shore 
There came to me a fairy boat, 

A bark I never saw hefore, 

Whose coming I had failed to note, 

"Wrapped in my stndies conning rnles of life by rote. 

The stem was fashioned like a heart; 

The curving sides like Cupid’s bow. 

And from the mast, which like a dart 
Was winged above and barbed below, 

A peimon like an airy stream of blood did flow. 

IJpon the prow on either side 

Was carved a snowy Paphian dove. 

Between, reflected in the tide 

An arching swan’s neck rose above 
The deck o’erspread with broidered tapestries of love. 

Against the mast the idle sail 

Flapped like a lace-edged valentìne. 

It seeined a canvas all too frail. 
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Should winds arouse the sleeping brine. 

A toj the boat appeared, for sport in weather fine. 

And so I stepped, in idle mood, 

Aboard the bark — when suddenly 
A breeze sprang up: and while I stood 
Uncertain, thinking I was free 
To make retreat, the vessel bore me out to sea. 

Silent and swift away from land 
It cut the waves. No pilot steered. 

No voice of captain gave command. 

Tet to and fro it tacked and veered. 

All day it flew. At eve a distant land appeared. 

An island in the restless seas, 

With rosy cliffs, and gold and green 
Of dappled fields, and tropic trees, 

With trailing vines and flowers between, 

Across the purple waves through amber sHes was seen. 

And music floating from afar 
I heard, of voice and instrument 
As the sun sank, and star by star 
Throbbed in the living firmament; 

And all kind fates seemed pledged to cheer me as I 
went. 
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Till in a deep and shadowy bay 
The little argosy, self-fnrled, 

Self-anchored, in the silence lay, 

And landed me npon a world 
By other stars and moons endiamonded, impearled. 

A region to my student’s nooks 

Unknown — where first I leamed to see 
That love is never conned from books, 

Nor passion taught hy fantasy — 

But in the living, heating heart alone can he. 

For on that shore a maiden stood, 

Who smiled with sympathetic glance, 

And when I pressed her hand, and wooed, 
Tumed not her tmthful eyes askance, 

And proved my voyage was no idle sport of chance. 

Ah, from this island if I veer 
Into the seas of worldly strife, 

Give me the hark that brought me here, 

Where now the tried and faithful wife 
Xear after year renews the lover’s lease of life. 
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SURVTVAL OF THE FITTEST. 

« Naught but the fittest lives,” I hear 
Ring on the northern breeze of thought: 

“ To Nature’s heart the strong are dear, 

The weak must pass unloved, unsought.” 

And yet in undertones a voice 
Is heard that says, “ 0 child of earth, 

Tour mind’s hest work, your heart’s hest choice 
Shall stand with God for what they are worth.” 

Time’s huildings are not all of stone. 

With frailest fihres Nature spins 

Her living wehs from zone to zone, 

And what is lost she daily wins. 

I fain would think, amid the strife 
Between realities and forms, 

SKght gifts may claim perennial life 
’Mid slow decay and sudden storms. 

This tuft of silver hairs I loose 
From open windows to the hreeze, 
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Some bird of sj)ring percliance may uso 
To build her nest in yonder trees. 

These pictures painted with an art 
Surpassed by younger sight and skill, 

May pass into some friendly heart, 

Some room with Nature’s smiles may fìll. 

These leaves of light and earnest rhyme 
Dropped on the windy world, though long 
Neglected now, some future time 
May weave into its nest of song. 
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A WOKD TO PHELOSOPHERS. 

Colb pMlosophers, so apt 
With your formulas exacting, 

In your problems so enwrapt, 

And your theories distracting; 

Webs of metaphjsic doubt 

On jour wheels forever spinning, 

Tuming Nature inside out 
From its end to its beginning; 

Drawing forth from matter raw 
Protoplasmic threads, to fashion 

What Creatìon never saw — 

Mind apart from faith or passion; 

Facultìes that know no wants 
But a logical positìon — 

Intellectual cormorants 

Fed on facts of pure cognitìon; —- 

Like Arachne’s is jour task, 

Bj Minerva’s wisdom baffled. 





432 


98 


A WORD TO PHILOSOPHERS. 

Defter weavers we must ask; 

Tissues less obscurely raveled. 

Larger vision you must fmd 
Ere your evolution-plummets 

Sound the abysses of the mind, 

Or your measure reach its smmmita. 

Not from matter crude and coarse 
Comes this delicate creation. 

Twinned with it a finer force 
Rules it to its destmation. 

AIl beliefsj affections, deeds 

Feed its depths as streams a river, 

Every purpose holds the seeds 
Of a fruit that grows forever. 

Souls outsoar your schoolmen’s wit, 

In a loftier heaven wheeling. 

Lights ideal o’er them flit. 

Every thought is wing’d with feeling. 

Conscience bom of heavenly light 
Mingles with their lofty yeaming; 

Phantasy and humor bright 

Cheer their toilsome path of ieaming. 
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Poesy with dreamy eyes 
Lures them into fairy splendor, 

Mnsic’s magic harmonies 
Thrill with touches deep and tender. 

Love, that shapes their mental moods, 
Offers now its warm ohlations, 

Now the heart’s dark solitudes 
Glow with solemn adorations. 

Vain your biologic strife, 

Your asserting, your denying ; 

Ygdrasil the Tree of Life 

Flouts your narrow dassifying. 

Every living leaf and bud 

On its mighty branches growing, 

Palpitates with will and blood 
Past primordial foreknowing. 

Your dissecting-knives can show 

Less than half these wondrous natures, 

In these beating hearts there glow 

Flames that scorch your nomenclatures, - 

Lights that make your axioms fine 

Fade like stars when day is breaking;— 

Splendors, hopes, and powers divine, 

New born with each day’s awaking. 
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Raise your scientific lore, 

Grant us larger definitions; 

Souls are surely sometliing more 
Than mere bundles o£ cognitìons. 

Take the sum—the mighty whole — 
Man, this sovereign Protean creatore, 

Follow the all-embracing soul, 

If you can, through form and feature. 

Whence it came in vain you guess, 
Where it goes you cannot measure, 

And its depths are fathomless; 

And exhaustless flows its treasure. 

And its essence holds the world 
In abeyance and solutìon, 

For the gods themselves are furled 
In its mystìc involutìon. 
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THE COAL-FIRE. 


1 . 

Come, we ’Il liglit tlie parlor fire; 

Winter sets in sliarp and rough. 
Wood is dear, but coal ’s provided, 
For three months, I think, enough 
Bring one hod of Lackawanna, 

One of Sidney’s softer kind, 

Mix them well — clap on the blower, 
Let the grate outroar the wind. 


2 . 

See — they are coming—the guests I expected, 
Not a man’s party, o’er punch and cigars; 
Sexes must blend in the friends I’ve selected, 
Moonlight must mellow the glittering stars. 
Soon will it kindle, the blithe conversation, 
Spirits to spirits responsively fit; 

Men with their logic and grave moderation, 
Women with sentiment, gossip and wit. 


3 . 

Now the softly flaming Sidney 
Mixes with the anthracite; 
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THE COAL-FIRE. 

Qaickens àll its slow-paced ardor 
With a fluttering glow and light; 

While their heat and radiance hlended 
Flash in gleams of red and blue, 

Filling aU the room with sunshine, 

Gailj sparkling np the flue. 

4 . 

Lonely was Adam tìll Eve came to cheer him— 
Came to commingle her warmth with his light 
Man is a fossU tiU woman comes near him, 

A rose on his brier — a moon to his night 
Then when the tenderer feminine color 

Hims the hard stalk with its dehcate gleams, 
AU his best life growing sweeter and fuller 
Wakes in the glow of those hoher beams. 


5 . 

Hard and soft in cordial nnion 
Now have fnsed, Uke molten wax. 

Each a temper gives and borrows —* 

Each the half the other lacks. 

Shonld they lose their flames and smoulder 
With a duU and sullen Ught, 

Stir them np — the sparking Sidney 
Soon wiU start the 
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6 . 

TVlat—have my guests then exhausted their topics? 

Whj is this lull in the murmur of tongnes ? 

Where is that breath from the flowery tropics ? 

Lead to the piano our empress of songs! 

Music shall stir us to harmonies hidden, 

Flooding to raptore like beakers of wine» 

Stories shafl move ns to langhter nnbidden; 

Laughter like mnsic is something divine. 


7 . 

Ah, ’t is midnight! Are you going ? 

Parties will break np so soon. 

Connt not honrs so swiftly flowing, 

Heed not the high wintry moon. 

One more song before we sever, 

And the cinders tnrn to white; 

One old story, good as ever! 

No ? Too late ? Ah, well—good night! 


8 . 

Now they have gone with the pale dying embers. 

Here in my parlor, stìfl cosy and warm 
With the glow of t-bft hearth, how my fancy remem- 
bers 

Each guest of the evening—each talent find 
charm; — 
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The slow-buming fervors of masculine reason, 

The swift-glancmg flame of the femimne heart;— 
And I vow that no flre shall be lit at this season, 
Bat coal of each sex shall contribute its part 



TWO YIEWS OF IT. 


Beforc the daybreak, ìn the murky night 
My chanticleer, half dreaming, sees the light 
Stream from my window on his perch below, 
And taking it for dawn he needs must crow. 

Wakeful and sad I shut my book, and smile 
To think my lonely vigil should beguile 
The silly fowl. Alas, I find no ray 
Within my lamp or heart, of dawning day. 



OLD AND YOUNG. 


1 . 

Thet soon grow old who grope for gold 
In marts where all is bought and sold; 
Who live for self, and on some shelf 
In darkened vaults hoard up their pelf 
Cankered and crusted o’er with mould. 
For them their youth itself is old. 


2 . 

They ne’er grow old who gather gold 
Where spring awakes and flowers unfold 
Where suns arise in joyous skies, 

And fill the soul within their eyes. 

For them the immortal hards have sung, 
For them old age itself is young. 
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THE YICTOEIES OF PEACE. 


1 . 

Gone ìs the tempest that clonded 
The land with its dark desolation. 
Out from the pall that enshrouded 
Leaps the new strength of the nation. 


2 . 

Never again shall the cannon 
Roar with their terrible voicing, 
Save where the free flag and pennon 
Wave o’er a country rejoicing. 


3 . 

Boast not when musketry rattles 

O’er corpses of landsmen and seamen. 
Gains that are greater than battles 
Come with the ballots of freemen. 

4 . 

Praise ve the peace that engenders 
Trust in a people enlightened; 

Honor to valiant defenders, 

Hope for the days that have brightened. 
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SUMMER DAWN. 

Somr Bummer mornings—when you’ve taken tea 
Too late the night before — perhaps you’ll see, 

If at some Berkshiro farmhouse far away 
You chance to wake while yet the sky is gray, 

A glory, to your landscape-painter men 
Unknown, yet worthy of a poct’s pen. 

Look from your window. Long gray banks of cloud 
Tho fields, the hills, tho distant view enshroud. 
Faint stars still glimmer in the heavens above. 
Bolow dim shapos of fog o’er stream and grove 
Ilang wrcathing, shifting in the sluggish breeze. 

Aro yonder shadows mist, or mist-clad trees ? 

For what is clond and what is land no eye 
(Sloopy at loast liko yours) can yet descry. 

And now the rushing streams, by day unheard, 

^ 0,1 hoar, and now tho twitter of a bird, 

And now anothcr, till at last the liills 

Antì woods aro all alivo with fujnies and trills. 

T.ho shoop bcgin to bloat, tho cows to low; 

Throo hoarse, young roostors try their best to crow, 
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Besponding to some thirsty, quacking duck, 

Or hen who folds her chicks with motherlj duck. 

Now morning spreads apace. The stars are drowned. 
Trees loom above the fog; and all around 
The landscape is transfigured in the light 
Of pearly skies. Westward the wings of Night 
Are folded as she steals unseen away. 

Now in the far northeast an amber gray 
Gleams under bars of long dark-pencilled cloud. 

The crows above the woods are cawing loud. 

Brighter and brighter up the dewy slope 
The coming sunrise floods the lands with hope. 

The douds from north to south begin to blush. 

Old Graylock answers with a rosy flush. 

One mountain peak looms up with crimsoned sides $ 

A moment more, and in the mist it hides. 

And now the valleys catch the sun below, 

And elms and barn-roofs redden in the glow. 

0 for a pencil rapid as the light 
To paint the glories bursting on the sight! 

Making the plain New England landscape seem 
The unfamiliar sceneiy of a dream. 

For this might be in Arcady — my rhyme 
Some Eastern shepherd’s of the olden time. 

Here might I pipe with Tityrus in the grove; 

Here to fair Amaryllis whisper love ; 
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Here the wild woodland hatmts of Dryads seek_ 

But what is that I The locomotree’s shrìek 
Calls me from Dreamland and the Arcadian dawn. 
The sun is up. The mysteiy is gone. 

Another hook of poesy the TVest 

Has opened. Let the bards of old go rest. 
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A BBOADWAY LYBIC. 

She sits by the side of a tarbulent stream 
That rnshes and rolls forever 

Up and down like a weary dream 
In the trance of a bnming fever. 

Up and down throngh the long Broadway 
It flows with its tiresome paces — 

Down and up throngh the noisy day, 

A river of feet and of faces. 

Seldom a drop of that river’s spray 
Touches her withered features; 

Tet still she sits there day by day 
In the throng of her fellow-creatures. 

Apples and cakes and candy to sell, 

Daily before her lying. 

The ragged newsboys know her well— 
The rich never think of buying. 
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THE OLD APPLE-WOMAN. 

Year in, year out, in her dingy shawl 
The wind and the rain she weathers, 
Patient and mute at her littie stall; 

But few are the coppers she gathers. 

Stffl eddies the crowd intent on gain. 

Each for himself is striving 
With selfìsh heart and seething hrain—- 
An endless hurry and driving. 

The loud carts rattle in thunder and dust; 

Gay Fashion sweeps hy in its coaches. 
With a vacant stare she mumhles her crust, 
She is past complaints and reproaches. 

Stffl new faces and stffl new feet — 

The same yet changing forever; 

They jostle along through the weary street, 
The waves of the human river. 

Withered and dry like a leafless hush 
That clings to the hank of a torrent, 

Year in, year out, in the whirl and the rush, 
She sit3, of the city’s current. 

The shruhs of the garden wffl hlossom again 
Though far from the flowing river; 

But the spring retums to her in vain — 

Xts hloom has nothing to give her. 


447 


THE OLD APPLE-WOMAN. 

Yet in her heart there buds the hope 
Of a Faiher’s love and pity; 

For her the clouded skies shall ope, 
And the gafces of a heavenly cifcy. 
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THE WEATHER-PROPHET. 


A FABLE. 

“What can the matter he wlth the thermometer? 

Is it the sun or the moon or the comet, or 
Something broke loose in the old earth’s pedometer?” 
Thus in his study a weather philosopher 
Mused — every minute more puzzled and cross over. 
Wind-charts and notes he proceeded to toss over. 

“ Up in this tower, this breezy and barren height, 
One should be cool as an elderly Sharonite. 
Something is wrong with the scales of my Fahrenheit. 
’T was but this morning the wind blowing northerly 
Roughened the tops of the ocean waves frothily; 
Now it has shifted, and seems to be southerly ” —* 
(These are not rhymes — I am f ully aware of it. 

But the hot weather — for he had the care of it —■ 
Fully excused him, and I have no share of it.) 


Time to this sage was so precious that never he 

Ate at regular hour; forever he 

Seemed to be lost in a weather-wise reverie. 
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So a fftnalì kitchen the town-folks did make for him 
Right underneath, where a servant could bake for him, 
Boil for him, cook up a chop or a steak for him, 

So that he need n’t be starving while measuring 
Bain-storms and calms that the heavens were treasurìng. 
’T was a bright thought which they took a great pleas- 
ure in; 

For ’t was the weather that made the great theme for 
them. 

This was their daj-talk and this their night’s dream for 
them. 

Here was the man who could skim the sky’s cream for 
them; 

Thousands of miles away see a cloud-macula —— 

Tell what was coming in language oracular — 

Translate his science in common vernacular. 

Quite independent of housekeeping syndicates 
He could pronounce what the weather-glass indicates 
Long ere old Boreas had opened his windy gates. 

Knew all the signs frora the Crab to Aquarius, 

Shifting or permanent — single or various; 

Bright signs that gladden us, dark signs that weary us, 
Versed in the trade-winds and currents could spy a way 
How a storm-centre in Texas or Iowa 
Might prove a cyclone or peaceably die away. 

Skilled in all secrets of meteorology, 

Clear in his mind as that H I should foHow G. 

H he made blunders he made no apology. 
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He was the boldest of Old Probahilities; 

Scorned all assistance and short-kand facilities. 

Ah, what a thing to have genius and skill it is! 

Pity if he should he forced to take off his eye; 

Leave for a dinner his notes to a novice eye! 

Food was a trifle for one who could prophesy. 

So like the prophet of old when the city he 
Left for the woods, and the ravens had pity, he 
Found himself served hy a hlack-coat committee. 

Now while engrossed in his figures, not dreaming it, 
Brìdget below in the kitchen was steaming it; 

Making the building so hot that ice-cream in it 
Melted like hutter. Her stove and the range in it 
Cooking his dinner — though this raay seem strange 
in it — 

Was the sole reason the air liad a ckange in it. 

Over his figures his brow getting rigid, he 
Kept at his task, never thinking of Bridgety — 
Growing each minute more fussy and fidgety. 

Up through the speaking-tuhe rushed the hot air on him, 
Bringing the steam of the hoiler to bear on him. 

So with a mystifìed sort of despair on him 
Soon he proceeded to write and to scratch away, 

And hy his telegraph sent a despatch away — 

(Never before was Old Proh so infcUuè) 

Saying — “ It seems hy my Aèroscopical 

Great heats with thunder will soon he the topic afl - 
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Weather, in short, most decidedly tropicaL 
Can it be sun-spots ? Yolcanic impnritìes 
Caosed bj a meteor bnrsting ? I ’m sure it is 
Something abnormal — but veiy obscure it is! 
Possibly something may ail m j thermometer; 
Possibly ’t is the effect of the eomet, or 
Something broke loose in the old Earth's pedometer. 

MORAI* 

Prophets are struck now and then with insanitj. 

Ever since Àdam man's measureless vanity 
Thinks his own mood is the mind of humanity. 
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OMAR KHAYYAM. 

Reading in Omar till the thoughts that bumed 
Upon his pages seemed to be inurned 
Within me in a silent fire, my pen 
By instinct to his flowing metre turned. 

Yine-crowned free-tlùnker of thy Persian clime — 
Brave hard whose daring thonght and mystic rhyme 
Through English filter trickles down to ns 
Out of the lost springs of an olden time —- 

Baffled hy life’s enigmas, like the crowd 
Who strove before and since to see the cloud 
Lift from the mountain pinnacles of faith — 

We honor still the douhts thou hast avowed, 

And fain would round the half-truth of thy dream; 
And fain let in — if so we might — a beam 
Of purer light through windows of the soul, 
Dividing things that are from things that seem. 
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Trne, true, brave poet, in thy cload involved, 

The riddle of the world stood all nnsolved; 

And we who boast our broader views still grope 
Too oft like thee, though centuries have revolvecL 

Tet this we know. Thy symbol of the jar 
Suits not our westem manhood, left to mar 
Or make, in part, the clay ’t is moulded of: 

And the soul’s freedom is its fateful star. 

Not like thy ball thrown from the player’s hand 
Inert and passive on a yielding strand ; 

Or if a balj, the rock whence it rebounds 
Proves that e’en this some license may command. 

But though thy mind, which measured Jove and Mars, 
Lay fettered from the Unseen by bolts and bars 
Of circumstance, one truth thy spirit saw, 

The mystery spanning life and earth and stars. 

Dervish and threatening dogma were thy foes. 

The question though unanswered still arose; 

And through the revel and the wine-cups still 
The honest thought, “ Who knows, but One—who 
knows ? ” 

And as I read again each fervent line 

That smiles through sighs, and drips with fragrant wine; 




454 


120 OMAR KHAYYÀM. 

And Vedder’s thonghtfnl mnse has graced the verse 
With added jewels from the artist’s mine — 

I read a larger meaning in the sage, 

A modern comment on a far-ofE age; 

And take the truth, and leave the error out 
That casts its light stain on the Asian page. 
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Ackoss the sea the swift sad message darts 
And beats with sudden pang against our hearts. 
Under the elm-trees in his homestead old 
The Laureate of our land lies dead and cold; 

Wept by the love of friends, and crowned with fame; 
Revered hy youth and age, his well-known name 
Caught in fast-circling whispers, sad and low, 

In streets where noisy crowds move too and fro — 

“ Can it be true that he is dead — is dead ? '* 

Life seemed to love that noble, silvery head, 

And youth still lingered in the kindly eyes 
Now closed, alas, to all beneath the skies ! 

No more across the fìelds by Charles’s stream 
Those eyes shall see their well-loved landscape gleam. 
No more the treasured books upon his shelves 
Suggest the visions rarer than themselves. 

No friends aroimd his hospitable fire 
Hear the last touches of his graceful lyre. 

The coming spring will flush with purple bloom 
His lilacs, and waft in their sweet perfume; 
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His roses nnregarded drop away; 

Unheard the oriole’s warble through the day; 
Unmarked the bees’ low hum from flower to flower, 
The dial’s shade, the sunshine and the shower. 

Tet from the garden of his thoughts and deeds 
Still will his poems fly like winged seeds. 

And far and wide, through cily, plain and hill, 
Borne to a thousand firesides, bloom and fill 
The people’s hearts, and touch to issues fine 
Of aspiration human and divine. 

Paris, March 28,1882. 
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Out of the cloud that dimmed his sunset light, 

Into the unknown firmament withdrawn 

Beyond the mists and shadows of the night, 

We mourn the friend and teacher who has gone. 

As in the days of old when Plato freed 
The Athenian youths into a heavenlier sphere, 

Long will the age with reverence hear and heed 
The sweet deep music of our poet-seer. 

For to his eye all objects and events 
Spoke a symbolic language ; and his mind 

Pierced with the poet’s vision through the dense 
Dull surface to the larger truth behind. 

And yet no solitary mystic trained 
To spin a metaphysic web was he; 

But open-eyed to all that life contained, 

And the broad earth, of living harmony. 

Nature adopted bim from boyhood’s hour. 

The pines, the elms, the willows knew him welh 
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The lonely streams where bloshed the cardinal-flower, 
And where the shy Rhodora’s petals felL 

And well his mother’s lore he loved and leamed; 
His master-hand her crudest stuff refined. 

All that she gave he haclc to her returned 
Woven with figures of the shaping mind. 

It seemed as if the hill-tops where he met 
The sunrise still the livery put on 

Of nobler days, and never could forget 
The Syrian splendors of the poet’s dawn. 

And books to him nnfolded all their store; 

What soul was in them he had eyes to see. 

And past and present turned up golden ore, 
Transmuted by his mind’s fine alchemy. 

He drew his circles of so wide a sweep 

That they encompassed every sect and creed. 

Beneath the thought which seemed to others deep 
His swifter spirit dived with brìlliant speed. 

His keen, clear intuition knit the threads 

Of truths disjoined in one symmetric whole; 

And barren wayside weeds and scattered shreds 
Of facts found mystic meanings in hì« souL 
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He dared to ope the windows to the breeze 
Of Nature, when sectarians shnddering frowned* 

■\Vhile through the close air of their cloistered ease 
The leaves of creeds feH flnttering to the gronnd; 

Tet lived to see harsh theologians change 
From blind mistrust to love the truth he taught; 

And shallow wits grow dumh beneath his range 
Of brilliant apothegm and daring thought. 

Choice words and images like Shakspeare’s best 
Dropped from his lips and waited on his pen. 

His voice in tuneful eloquence expressed 
The manliest minds of Plutarch’s noblest men. 

For him our Western world its keen, dry lore 
Eecorded with a stenographic hand, 

While the far Orient climes for tribute bore 
The scriptures old of many a pagan land. 

He saw the Soul whose breath all being breathes; — 
The Life that glows in atoms and in suns; 

The Law that binds; the Beauty that enwreathes; 
The Ideal that aU mortal wit outruns. 

Yet close to earth and common duties bound, 

Pledged to all true and gracious tasks he stood. 

Hispresence made a sunshine aH around, 

His daily life a bond of brotherhood. 
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He oeeded not to worship at a shrine 

Purer than private honrs might well approve. 

Hìs missal was illnmed with thonghts divine, 

Hìs rosaiy strung with kindly deeds of love. 

Tet love and justice were at one with him; 

And on the hase oppressor’s hrow the stain 
And hrand were laid, not in derision grim, 

Bat sad and fatefal as the mark of Cain. 

Thns, trne as needle to the polar star, 

He espoused the righteous cause, rebuked the wrong, 
And flashed chivalric ’gainst a nation’s har 

Of precedent, though fixed and sanctioned long. 

Foet and sage! thy lofty muse demands 
An insight deeper than the times attain. 

Across the stagnant pools and drifting sands 
Of thought I see thee like a sacred fane 

Rise sunlit in the hroad expanse of time; 

And young and old shall greet from far thy light, 
And pilgrims tum from many an old-world clime 
To hail thy star-like dome of stainless white. 

The wise will know thee, and the good will love. 

The age to come will feel thy impress given 
In all that lifts the race a step ahove 

Itself, and stamps it with the seal of heaven. 


FREDERICK HENRY HEDGE, D.D. 


on his 80th bibthdat, dec. 12, 1885. 

What lapse or accident of time 
Can dull that soul’s sonorous chime 
Which owns the priceless heritage — 
Youth’s summer warmth in wintry age ? 
The gods can grant no rarer boon 
Than heart with mind in genial tune, 
Through a long life’s vicissitudes 
Unjarred by chances and by moods ; 

À soul elastic and unworn 
Whose eve retains the smile of mom ; 
And all the poesy of youth 
Is wedded to the soul of truth. 

So have I seen the Alpine glow 
On hoary pinnacles of snow, 

While many a younger wilderness 
Of woods beneath lay colorless 
And darkling in the twilight sky, 
Touched by no sunset alchemy. 
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For sorae tliere are whose yonth is old 
Long ere their yonthfnl hlood grows cold; 
And some in age so yonng that time, 
Deceived, still sees them in their prime. 

No form or face that prophesied 
A strength to after years denied — 

No spirit lost in aims that seem 
The cloud-land of a worldly dream — 

No head discrowned — no incomplete 
And slackened course to-day we greet 
In him whose fourscore years have spanned 
The gnlfs of fact and wonder-land; — 
Who brought the seeds of Europe’s lore 
To fertilize our westem shore ; — 

By pastoral care, by voice and pen 
Toiling to serve his fellow-men ; 

Who early stood in freedom’s van, 

And with forecasting eye outran 
The cloudy creeds that long obscured 
The light to later days assured. 

What claim of youth by word or deed 
Can e’er dislodge or supersede 
The royal right to place and fame 
Earned by long years of earnest aim, 

Of learning deep, of vision wide, 

Of wisdom to fit speech allied; 
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While all along their downward trend 
Youth’s earliev lights his steps attend ? 
Still in the gloaming of his day 
Lingers the glow that mocks decay. 

Friend, poet, scholar, teacher, sage! 
Unshadowed hy the mists of age, 

Long may the generous faith and thought, 
The lights from the ideal caught, 

That guided and inspired his youth, 

Shine clearer toward the perfect truth. 
And like some minster tower whose grand 
Melodious bells ring o’er the land, 

IIis voice be heard when daylight fails 
Across the darkened hills and vales; 

And ere night’s pall be o’er him cast, 

His mellowest music be his last. 
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SO FAR, SO NEAR. 


Thou, so far, we grope to grasp tliee — 
Thou, so near, we cannot clasp thee — 
Thou, so wise, our prayers grow heedless — 
Thou, so loving, they are needless! 

In cach human soul thou shinest. 
Human-best is thy divinest. 

In each deed of love thou warmest; 

Evil into good transformest. 

Soul of all, and moving centre 
Of each moment’s life we enter. 

Breath of breathing — light of gladness —- 
Infinite antidote of sadness ; — 
All-preserving ether flowing 
Through the worlds, yet past our knowing. 
Never past our trust and loving, 

Nor from thine our life removing. 

Still creating, still inspiring, 

Never of thy creatures tiring. 

Artist of thy solar spaces, 

And thy humble human faces; 

Mighty glooms and splendors voicing; 
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ln thy plastàc work rejoicing; 

Through benignant law connecting 
Best with best—and aH perfectìng, 
Thongh all human races claim thee, 
Thonght and langoage fail to name thee, 
Mortal lips be dnmb before tbee, 

Silence onlj maj adore thee! 
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TO E. P. C. 

L 


1 . 

The Summer goes, with all its birds and flowers; 
The Autumn passes with its solemn sky; 

The Winter comes again—yet you and I 
Rnow not the old companionship once ours. 

The twilight mist between us hangs and lowers; 
Your face I see not — voice I cannot hear. 

No letter tells me you in thought are near. 

The west-wind blows and sweeps away the showers, 
But from the west no whisper comes of you. 
Friends press around you in your distant home — 
(Your distant home I never yet have seen,) 

And old familiar greetings still renew; 

While I with fancy’s eyes alone can come 
And peep unnoted there bèhind your screen. 
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2 . 

Pakted by tlme and space for many a year, 

Tet ever longing, hoping for a day 
When, heart to heart, the happy weeks shall stay 
Their flight for us, and all our sky he clear 
As in our hoyhood’s spring — my hrother dear, 
Tou and I hide our tìme. The huds of May 
Shall hlossom yet for us. What though the gray 
Of dusky Autumn eventide be near, 

And silver locks and heards have changed us so 
From what we were — you stìll to me are young, 
And I to you. The fireside of our loves 
Shall he our summer, hright as in the glow 
Of youth, when we, two blithe Arcadians, sung 
And fluted in those old Virginia groves. 
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3 . 

Ah, happy time! when music bound in one 
Two kindred souls that ne’er were out of tune: 
When in the porch, heneath the summer moon, 
Our supper o’er, our school-boy lessons done, 
While other lads were at some boisterous fun, 

We trilled our Tara’s Hall or Bonnie Doon: 

Or in some fire-lit wintry afternoon, 

Our flutes, you fìrst, I second, bravely won 
Their winding path through many a tough duet; 
Nor cared for plaudits louder than the praise 
Mother or sisters, in those simple days, 

Well pleased, bestowed : ah, sweeter than we met 
In after-life, from critics pledged to raise 
Art’s standard high as dome or minaret* 
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4 . 

Friend, dear as Memory’s joys! of life that ’s past 
A part, and part of better life to come, 

If life to come there be, in some dear home 
Beyond the rigid clouds that overcast 
Our sundered lives — all that is mine thou hast; — 
All thoughts, all sympathies ; —though far I roam 
From you — by mountains, streams, or ocean’s foam 
Divided long — yet ever, first and last, 

Our love knows no division. In my soul 
And yours, we twin-born spirits of one blood, 

Still, as of old, are one. No sea can roll 
Between its league-long melancholy flood, 

No separate interests, loves, or pressing cares 
Disturb the mutual trust our being shares. 
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5 . 

Ai«ii loves have frailer roots than loves that start 
From one ancestral hlood. The friends we find 
In youth pass on before us, or behind 
Are dropped, or on diverging paths depart, 

While branches from one trunk still own one heart, 
And bud and bear from one maternal mind. 

Sister and brother need no vows to bind 
Their pre-ordained alliance, nor the art 
Of lovers plotting through a thousand fears 
Lest love, of passion born, should fade or change; 
Nor dread the undermining drip of years; 

Nor stand on forms that other souls estrange. 

Such love is ours, and theirs who bear our name, 
Born in the honored home from which we came. 
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Ah, many a tìme our memory slips aside 
And leaves the round of present cares and joys, 
To live again the time when we were boys; 

To call our parents back with love and pride; 

To see again the dear ones who have died; 

To dream once more amid the household toys, 
The sports, the jests, the masquerades, the noise, 
The blaze and sparkle of the wood fireside ; 

The books, the drawings, and the merry press 
Ai’ound the blithe tea-board; the evenings long; 
Rattling backgammon and stdl, solemn chess; 
And best of all when instrument and song 
Bore us to visionary lands and streams, 

And crowned our nights with coronals of dreams. 
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7. 

Those times are gone, that àrcle thirmed away, 

And we who live, now scattered far and wide, 

Each in our separate centres fixed ahide, 

Round which new interests now revolve and play 
In sepaxate loves and duties day by day. 

Yet, hy the records of old loves allied, 

We clasp each other’s hands heneath the tìde 
Of tìme, and cling together as we may. 

Even so beneath the sea the throbbing wires 
That bind the sundered contànents in one, 

In space-annihilating pulses thriTi 

With swift-winged words and purpose and desires. 

Our earlier visions haunt our memories still, 

And age grows young in friendship’s quickening sun. 
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8 . 

You were not bom to hide sach gìfts as youra 
’Neath dreaiy law-books, nor amid the dost 
And dry roatine of desks to sit and rust 
TVhere clerks plod throogh their tasks on office-floora. 
Let duller laborers dradge through daily chores, 

And do what fate for them makes fit and josL 
You bravely do yonr work because you must; 

And when released, your genius sings and soara. 

Snch humor from your pen hath ever run 
In pictures or in letters all unforced, 

As Hogarth, Lamb, or Dickens might have done ; 
Finer than many a noted wit, who, horsed 
Upon the people’s favor, waves his blade 
Like Harlequin, and makes his jests his trade* 
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I needs must praìse the natural gifts of one 
Who praises not himself, nor seeks for praise; 

Too unambitious for these emulous days, 

When each small talent seeks the public sun, 

And victors’ wreaths are worn before they are won. 
So true to conscience that he oft betrays 
Himself, o’ervaiuing standards others raise, 

Or underrating what himself has done. 

Who might have risen in letters or in art; 

But faithful to the work he early chose, 

To that he gave his time, if not his heart. 

Whose genuine self begins when labors close — 
When with his friends, or books, or pen, apart, 

His cheerful sunset light far round him glows. 
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FoBGrvE — that thus the trumpet I have blown 
Tou never sounded — never cared to hear. 

The world, I know, can give no smile or tear 
To those whose story it has never known. 

But must the poet tune his lyre alone 
To themes of passionate hope or love or fear, — 
Or thoughts of loftier flight, yet shun the clear 
Affection of two hrothers’ hearts at one ? 

K gallant sonneteers may sing the light 
And radiant demoiselles of olden time — 

If in their melodies they may not slight 
The fleeting passion of their youthful prime, 

The old true loves from boyhood ever bright 
Are surely worth the tribute of a rhyme. 
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SEVEN WONDERS OF THE WORLD. 

XL 

THE PRIXTIXG-PKESS. 

In boyhood’s days we read with keen delight 
How young Aladdin rubbed his lamp and raised 
The towering Djin whose form his soul amazed, 

Yet who was pledged to serve him day and night. 

But Gutenberg evoked a giant sprite 
Of vaster power, when Europe stood and gazed 
To see him rub his types with ink. Then blazed 
Across the lands a glorious shape of light, 

Who stripped the cowl from priests, the crown from 
kings, 

And hand in hand with Faith and Science wrought 
To free the struggling spirit’s limèd wings, 

And guard the ancestral throne of sovereign Thought. 
The world was dumh. Then fìrst it found its tongue 
And spake — and heaven and earth in answer rung. 
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THE OCEAN STEAMER. 

With streaming pennons, scorning sail and oar, 
With steady tramp and swift revolving wheel, 
And even pulse from throbbing heart of steel, 
She plies her arrowy course from shore to shore. 
In vain the siren calms her steps allure ; 

In vain the billows thunder on her keel; 

Her giant form may toss and rock and reel 
And shiver in the wintry tempest’s roar; 

The cabns and storms alike her pride can spum. 
True to the day she keeps her appointed time. 
Long leagues of ocean vanish at her stern — 

She drinks the air, and tastes another clime, 
Where men their former wonder fast unleam, 
Which hailed her coming as a thing sublime. 
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THE LOCOMOnVB. 

Whtrling along its living freight, it came, 

Hot, panting, fierce, yet docile to command — 
The roaring monster, blazing through the land 
Athwart the night, with crest of smoke and flaxne 
Like those weird hulls Medea learned to tame 
By sorcery, yoked to plough the Colchian strand 
In forced obedience under Jason’s hand. 

Yet modern skill outstripped this antique fame, 
When o’er our plains and through the rocky bar 
Of hills it pushed its ever-lengthening line 
Of iron roads, with gain far more divine 
Than when the daring Argonauts from far 
Came for the golden fleece, which like a star 
Hung clouded in the dragon-guarded shrine. 
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the TELEGBAPH A7vm telephone. 

Fleeteb than time, across the Continent, 

Through unsunned ocean depths, from beach to beach, 
Around the rolling globe Thought’s conriers reach. 

The new-tuned earth like some vast instrument 
Tingles from zone to zone; for Art has lent 
New nerves, new pulse, new motion — all to each, 

And each to all, in swift electric speech 
Bound by a force unwearied and unspent. 

Now lone Katahdin talks with Caucasus; 

The Arctic ice-fìelds with the sultry South, 

The sun-bathed palm thiills to the pine-tree’s calL 
We for all realms were made, and they for us. 

For all there is a soul, an ear, a mouth; 

And Time and Space are naught. The mind is alL 
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THE FHOTOGRAPH. 

Phcebus Apollo, from Olympns driven, 

Lived with Admetas, tending herds and fiocks: 
And strolling o’er the pastnres and the rocks 
He formd his life mach doller than in Heaven. 
For he had left his bow, his songs, his lyre, 
His divinations and his healing skill, 

And as a serf obeyed his master’s wiIL 
One day a new thonght waked an old desire. 
He took to paintìng, with bìs colors seven, 

The sheep, the cows, the faces of the swains, 
All shapes and haes in forests and on plains. 
These old son-pictores all are lost, or given 
Away among the gods. owns but half 

The Son-god’s secret — in the Photograph. 
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THE SFECTROSCOPE. 

All honor to that keen Promethean sonl 
Who caught the prìsmic hues of Jove and Mars, 
And from the glances of the dsedal stars, 

And from the fiery stm, the secret stole 
That all are parts of one primeval AVhole, — 

One sdbstance beaming through Creation’s bars 
Consent and peace, amid the chemic wars 
Of gases and of atoms. Yonder roll 
The planets; yonder, bafBing human thought, 

Suns, systems, all whose burning hearts are wooed 
To one confession —so hath Science caught 
Those eye-beams frank, whose speech cannot delude, 
How of one stuff our mortal earth is wrought 
With stars in their divine infinitude. 
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THB MICROPHONE. 

The small enlaxged, the distant nearer brought 
To sight, made marvels in a denser age. 

But Science turns with every year a page 
In the enchanted volume of her thought. 

The wizard’s wand no longer now is sought. 

Yet with a cunning toy the Archimage 
May hear from Rome Vesuvius’ thunders rage, 

And earthquake mutterings underground are caught, 
Alike with trivial sounds. Would there might rise 
Some spiritual seer, some prophet wise, 

Whose tactile vision would avert the woes 
Bom of conflicting forces in the state ; — 

Some listener to the deep volcanic throes 
Below the surface — ere we cry, “ Too late! ” 
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THE ETRESXDE. 

With what a live intelligence the flame 
Glows and leaps up in spires of flickering red, 

And turns the coai just now so dull and dead 
To a companion — not like those vrho came 
To weary me with iteration tame 
Of idle talk in shallow fancies bred. 

From dreary moods the cheerful fire has led 
My thoughts, which now their manlier strength reclaim* 
And like some frozen thing that feels the sun 
Through solitudes of winter penetrate, 

The frolic eurrents through my senses run; 

While fluttering whispers soft and intimate 
Out of the ruddy firelight of the grate 
Make talk, love, music, poetry in one. 
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THE LADY’s SONNET. TWILIGHT. 

I know not why I chose to seem so cold 
At parting from you ; for since you are gone 
I see you still — I hear each word, each tone; 
And what I hid from you I wish were told. 

I, who was proud and shy, seem now too bold 
To write these lines — and yet must write to own 
I would unsay my words, now I ’m alone. 

From my dark window out upon the wold 
I look. ’Twas through yon pathway to the west 
I watched you going, while the sunset light 
Went with you — and a shadow seemed to fall 
Upon my heart. And now I cannot rest 
Till I have written; for I said, “ To-night 
I ’ll send your answer.” Now I ’ve told you aU. 
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THE LOVER’s SONNET. MXDNIGHT. 

I waited through the night, while summer blew 
The breath of roses through my darkened room. 
The whispering breeze just stìrred the leafy gloom 
Beyond the window. On the lawn the dew 
Lay glistening in the starlight. No one knew 
I did not sleep, but waited here my doom 
Or victory. I saw the light-house loom 
Across the bay. The silence grew and grew, 

And hour by hour kept pace with my suspense. 
Each rustling noise, each passing footstep seemed 
The coming messenger I hoped yet feared. 

At last a knock — a throb — a pause intense — 
Tour letter came. I read as if I dreamed. 

Almost too great to bear my bliss appeared! 
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THE PINES AXD THE SEÀ. 

Betond tihe low marsh-meadows and the heach, 

Seen throagli the hoary trunks of windy pines, 

The long blue level of the ocean shines. 

The distant surf, with hoarse, complaining speech, 

Out from its sandy barrier seems to reach; 

And while the sun behind the woods declines, 

The moaning sea with sighing boaghs combines, 

And waves and pines make answer, each to each. 

O melancholy soul, whom far and near, 

In life, faith, hope, the same sad undertone 

Pursues from thought to thought! thou needs must hear 

An old refrain, too much, too long thine own : 

’T is thy mortality infects thine ear ; 

The moumful strain was in thyself alone. 
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PENNYROYAL. 

Heavy with cares no winnowing hand could sift, 
Wfapt in a sadness never to he told, 

As o er the fields and through t.hft woods X strolled, 
Following with restless footstep but the drift 
Of the stìll August morn, so I might shift 
The scenery of my thoughts, and gild their old 
Monotonous fringes with a light less cold, 

I found the aromatìc herb, whose swift 
And sweet associations bore me away 
To boyhood, when beneath an oak like this 
I culled the fragrant leaves. Crude childhood’s bliss 
Was in the scent; but brighter siniled the day 
For memories no cold shade could overcast — 

Safe ’mid the unblighted treasures of the past. 
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beethoven’s fifth symphony. 

The mind’s deep history here in tones is wrought, 
The faith, the struggles of the aspiring soul, 

The confìdence of youth, the chill control 
Of manhood’s doubts by stern experience taught; 
Alternate moods of bold and timorous thought, 
Sunshine and shadow — cloud and aureole ; 

The failing foothold as the shining goal 
Appears, and truth so long, so fondly sought 
Is blurred and dimmed. Again and yet again 
The exulting march resounds. We must win now! 
Slowly the doubts dissolve in clearer air. 

Bolder and grander the triumphal strain 
Ascends. Heaven’s light is glancing on tlie brow, 
And turns to boundless hope the old despair. 
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THE SECEDERS. 


1 . 

Far from the pure Castalian fount our feet 
Have strayed away where daily we unlearn 
How Truth is one with Beauty. For we turn 
No more to hear the strains we sprang to greet 
When we were young, and love and life were sweet 
Before the world had taught us how to earn 
Its baser wealth, and from our doors to spurn 
The Muse like some poor vagabond and cheat. 

For we are young, and did not see the baits 
That in the distance lured us down the roads 
Where Toil and Care and Doubt, those lurking fates, 
Subdued our pliant backs to alien loads ; 

Till long since deadened to tlie Poet’s tones, 

They fall on us as rain on logs and stones. 
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2 . 

Yet what were love, and what were toil and thought, 
And what were life, hereft of Poesy ? 

Who lingers in a garden where the bee 

By no rich beds of fragrant flowers is caught — 

A homely vegetable patch where naught 
Is prized but for some table-caterer’s fee, 

And Nature pledged to market-ministry ? 

To me another lore was early taught; 

And rather would I lose the dear delights 
Of eye and ear, than wilfully forego 
The power that can transfigure sounds and sights, 
Can steep the world in symbols, and bestow 
The free admittance to all depths and heights, 

And make dull earth a heaven of thought below. 
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m A LXBRARY. 


1 . 

In my friend’s library I sit alone, 

Hemmed in by books. The dead and living there, 
Shrined in a thousand volumes rich and rare, 

Tower in long rows, with names to me unknown. 

A dim half-curtained light o’er all is thrown. 

A shadowed Dante looks with stony stare 
Out from his dusky niche. The veiy air 
Seems hushed before some intellectual throne. 

What ranks of grand philosophers, what choice 
And gay romancers, what historians sage, 

What wits, what poets, on those crowded shelves I 
All dumb forever, till the mind gives voice 
To each dead letter of each senseless page, 

And adds a soul they own not of themselves. 
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A MIRACLE — that man should learn to fill 
These little vessels with his boundless soul; 

Should through these arbitrary signs control 
The world, and scatter broadcast at his will 
His unseen thought, in endless transcript still 
Fast multiplied o’er lands from pole to pole 
By magic art; and, as the ages roll, 

Still fresh as streamlets from the Muses’ hill. 

Yet in tliese alcoves tranced, the lords of thought 
Stand bound as by enchantment — signs or words 
Have none to break tlie silence. None but they 
Their mute proud lips unlock, who here have brought 
The key. Them as their masters they obey. 

For them they talk and sing like uncaged birds. 
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PAST SORROWS. 

As tangled driftwood barring up a stream 
Against our struggling oars wben hope is high 
To reacli some fair green island we descry 
Lying beyond us in the morning’s gleam, 

And shimmering like a landscape in a dream — 

Yet waiting patiently the logs float by, 

And all our course lies open to the eye — 

So sorrows come and go. What though they seem 
A blight whose touch might turn a young head gray, 
Joy dawns again. Hope beckons us before. 

The tide that pressed against us breaks our bars j 
The visionary islands smile once more. 

Life, with its rest by night, its work by day, 

Forgets the old griefs, and heals theii* deepest scars. 
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IiIFE AXD DEATH. 

1 . 

O solemn portal, veiled in mist and cloud, 

WTiere all who have lived throng in, an eDdless line, 
Forbid to tell by backward look or sign 
What destiny awaits the advancing crowd; 

Boume crossed but once with no retum allowed; 
Dumb, spectral gate, terrestrial yet divine, 

Beyond whose arch all powers and fates combine, 
Pledged to divulge no secrets of the shroud. 

Close, close behind we step, and strive to catch 
Some whisper in the dark, some glimmering light; 
Through circling whirls of thought intent to snatch 
A drifting hope — a faith that gi’ows to sight; 

And yet assured, whatever may befall, 

That must be somehow best that comes to alL 
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Ob encDess sleep ’t will be, — and that is rest, 
Freedom forever from life’s weary cares — 

Or else a life beyond the climbing stairs 

And dizzy pinnacles of thought expressed 

In symbols such as in our mortal breast 

Are framed by time and space; — life that upbears 

The soul by a law untried amid these snares 

Of sense that make it a too willing guest. 

So sleep or waking were a boon divine. 

Tet why t.bìs inextinguishable thirst, 

This hope, t.biR faith that to existence cling ? 

Nay e’en the poor dark chrj r salis some fine 
Ethereal creature prisons, till it burst 
Into the unknown air on golden wing. 
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3. 

If death be final, what is life, with all 
Its lavish promises, its thwarted aims, 

Its lost ideals, its dishonored claims, 

Its nncompleted growth ? A prison wall, 

"Whose heartless stones hut echo back our caU; 

An epitaph recording but our names; 

A puppet-stage wliere joys and griefs and shames 
Fumish a demon jester’s carnival; 

A plan without a purpose or a form; 

A roofless temple ; an unfinished tale. 

And men like madrepores through calm and storm 
Toil, die to build a branch of fossil frail, 

And add from all their dreams, thoughts, acts, belief, 
A few more inches to a coral-reef. 


SONNETS. 


XXXIL 

4. 

If at one door stands life to cheat oor trust, 

And at anoiher, death, to mock becaose 
We thought life’s promise good; if all that was 
And is and should be ends in fume and dust — 
Then let us live for joy alone the rust 
Of ease encase our minds — the grander laws 
Of souls be set aside. Let no man pause 
To weigh between his virtue and his lust. 

From first to last life bafiBes all our hopes 
Of aught but present bliss. Death waits to mock 
Our haste to indorse a visionary bond. 

Let pleasure dance us down earth’s sunny slopes, 
And crown our heads with roses, ere the shock 
Of thunder falls. There is no life beyond ? 
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Yet in all facts of sense life stands revealed; 
And from a thousand symbols hope may take 
Its charter to escape the Stygian lake, 

And find existence in an ampler field. 

The streams by winter’s icy hreath congealed 
Flow when the voices of the spring awake. 

The electric current lives when tempests hreak 
The wires. The chemic energies unsealed 
By sudden change, in other forms survive. 

The senses cheat us where the mind corrects 
Their partial verdict. More than all, the heart — 
The heai*t cold science counts not, is alive — 

Of the undivided soul that vital part 
Her microscopic eye in vain dissects. 
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6 . 

So, heralded by Beason, Faith may tread 
The darkened vale, the dolorous paths of night, 

In the great thought secure that life and light 
How from the Soul of all, who, with the dead 
As with the living, is the fountain-head. 

And though our loved and lost are snatched from sight, 
Some unseen power will guide them in their flight, 

And to some unknown home their steps are led. 

Tet has no seer, by sacred visions fired, 

Disclosed their state to those they leave behind; 

No holy prophet, saint or sage inspired — 

Save in the magic lantern of the mind — 

Seen in ecstatic trance those realms desired; 

And all the oracles are dumb and blind. 
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The wish behind the thought is the soul’s star 
Of faith, and out of earth we build our heaven. 

Life to each unschooled child of time lias given 
A fairy wand with which he thinks to unbar 
The dark gate to a region vast and far, 

Where all is gained at length for which he has striven 
All loss requited — all offences shriven — 

All toil o’ erpassed — effaced each battle-scar. 

But ah! what heaven of rest could countervail 
The ever widening thouglit — the endless stress 
Of action wliereinto the heart is born ? 

What sphere so blessèd it could overbless 

With sweets the soul, when all such gifts must fail, 

If from its chosen work that soul were torn ? 
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Not for a rapture unalloyed I ask. 

Not for a recompense for all I miss. 

A banquet of the gods in heavenly bliss, 

A realm in whose warm sunshine I may bask, 
Life without discipline or earnest task 
Could ill repay the unfìnished work of this. 

Nay — e’en to clasp some long-lost Beatrice 
In bowers of paradise — the mortal mask 
Dropped from her face now glorified and briglit. 
But I would fain take up what here I left 
All crude and incomplete ; would toil and strive 
To regain tlie power of which I am bereft 
By slow decay and death, with fuller light 
To aid the larger life that may survive. 
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TO JOHX GREENLEAP WHII'TIKB. 

Unbidden to the feast where friends have hrought, 
To greet thy seventy years, their wreaths of rhyme, 
For that thy form erect such weight of time 
Should hear, was never present to my thought, — 
"Whittier, I hring my offering, though unsought. 
Thou, first of all our bards, hast rong the chime 
Of souls, whose zeal denounced a natìon’s crime. 
Thy jfire, intense yet soft, from heaven was caught. 
Thou too the dear neglected chords hast wooed 
Of plain New England life, and earaed a fame 
From whose wide light thy modest nature shrinks. 
Long shall the land revere and love thy name; 
Long find among thy songs the golden linlca 
That hind the world in peace and hrotherhood. 
December 5 , 1877 . 
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TO OLIVEB WENDELL HOLMES. MT. 70. 

A fouotain in our green New England Tiìlla 
Sent forth a brook, whose music, as I stood 
T° bsten, laughed and sang through fìeld and wood 
With mingled melodies of joyous rills. 

Now, following where they led, a river fills 
Its channel with a wide calm shining flood 
Still murmuring on its banks with changeful mood. 
So, Poet, sound thy “ stops of various quilIs, ,, 

Where waves of song, wit, wisdom charm our ears 
As in thy youth, and thoughts and smiles by tums 
Are ours, grave, gay, or tender. Time forgets 
To freeze thy deepening stream. The stealthy years 
Put bribe the IVIuse to bring thee amulets 
That guard the soul whose fire of youth still buros. 
November, 1879. 
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BATASD TATXOR. 

Can one so strong ìn hope, so rìcli in bloom 
That promised fruit of nobler worth than all 
He yet had given, drop thus with sudden fall ? 

The busy brain no more its work resume ? 

Can death for life so versatile fìnd room? 

Still must we fancy thou canst hear our call 
Across the sea -—with no dividing wall 
More dense than space to interpose its doom. 

Ah then —- farewell, young-hearted genial friend! 
Farewell, true poet, who didst grow and build 
From thought to thought still upward and still new. 
Farewell, unsullied toiler in a guild 
Where some defile their hands, and where so few 
With aims as pure strive faithful to the end. 

1879. 
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XL. 

JOHK WEISS. 

The summer comes again, yet nothing bnngs 
Of hinn but memories of that clear-lit eyc, 

That voice, that presence that can never die. 
Fame o’er his dust no public trumpet rings. 
No bard beside his grave his genius sings. 

Tet he was one of that brave company, 

The apostles of the race — the champion high 
Of faith by reason guarded from the slinge 
Of dull sectarians and of atheist foes. 

In him the scholar, teacher, prophet, wit 
And genial friend were blended in one strainu 
From his electric intellect arose 
Auroral lights in which the past was Ht, 

And iEschylus and Shakspeare lived again* 
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GEORGE RIPLEY. 

Warm, generous and young in heart and brain, 

A wise, ripe scholar of the antique mould, 

Had he but chosen he might have enrolled 
His name among philosophers who gain 
Kenown, and lead an academic train. 

But unambitious in a humbler fold — 

Humbler yet wider — he the current told 
Of others’ thoughts and works in graceful strain. 

So from his watch-tower calm the public mind 
He charmed and wisely led. Still young in age, 

And still in fireside talk the cordial friend, 

He read between the lines upon life’s page 

The deeper meaning those alone can find 

Whose souls toward truth and not its semblance, tend. 
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TO G. W. C. 


ATTGUST 1, 1846. 

The day so long remembered comes again. 

The years have vanished. On the vesseTs deck 
We stand and wave adieux, until a speck 
Our bark appears to friends whose eyes would fain 
Follow our voyage o’er the unknown main. 

Shadows of sails and masts and rigging fleck 
The sunlit ship. The captain’s call and beck 
Hurry the cheery sailors as they strain 
The windy sheets ; while we in careless mood 
Gaze on the silver clouds and azure sea, 

Filled with old ocean’s novel solitude, 

And dream of that new life of Italy, 

The golden fleece for which we sailed away, 

Whose splendor freshens this memorial day. 

August 1 , 1881. 
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IiONDON. 


Black in the midnight lies the City vast. 

Its dim horizon from my window high 
I see shnt in beneath a misty sky 
Red with the light a million lamp-fires cast 
Up from the hnmming streets. And now at last 
Witìi lessening roar the weary wheels go hy. 

At last in sleep all discords swoon and die. 

Now wakes the solemn visionary Past, 

Peopled with spirits of the mighty dead 
Whose names are London’s glory and her shame — 
Seers, poets, heroes, martyrs — deathless lives 
Long blazoned in the chronicles of fame. 

The inglorions Present veils its dwarfish head. 
England’s ideal life alone snrvives! 
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v ki i.RTt MEMOKIES. 

Op love that was, of friendship in the days 
Of youth long gone, yet oft remembered stìll, 

And seen like distant landscapes from a hill, 
Clothed in a garment of aerial haze, 

What need to sing ? Tet real is each phase 
Of life; and Tirne, that brings all good and ill 
Of this our mortal lot, can never spill 
One drop of that full cup he fìlls and weighs. 

Ah, faces vriled that start from out the past! 

Ah, spectral images once swift and warm! 

Ye are but hidden by perspectives vast. 

To-day o’ermasters all. An d yet each form 
Of life and thought, forgotten or aloof, 

Is woven through the soul’s strange warp and woot 
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TEirarrsoir. 


1 . 

His brows were circled by a wreath of bays, 
The symbol of the bard’s well-eamed renown — 
Upon his head more regal than the crown 
Of kings. For he by his immortal lays 
Is King among the poets of these days. 

And far and wide where’er our mother-tongue 
Is known, his wingèd lines are read and sung 
In crowded cities and in green by-ways. 

What could his country give that he had not ? 
Fame, wealth, love’s best companionship he had. 
And, blown across the seas, no lonely spot 
Of our far West but felt the effluence glad 
Borne to our hearts as from ethereal fire 
In the rich music of his Fnglish lyre. 
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How grand he would have stood, had he declined 
The needless coronet he donned, as thongh 
Its gilt conld heighten his proud aureole’s glow. 
But downward he has stepped, a seat to find — 
Not with the lords of that imperial kind 
Whose simple manhood, fed by love and truth, 
Found far from monarchs’ courts perennial youth 
In the ideal gardens of the mind; — 

But in a tlirong of blank nobilities 
In outward fellowship of lip and eye — 

Of empty forms and hollow courtesies; 

Thou art become as one of us — they cry. 
Another shape than thine must now be wom. 

Son of the morning — how thy beams are shom! 
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TO G. W. C. 


Still shines our August day, as calm, as bright 
As when, long years ago, we sailed away 
Down the blue Narrows and the widening bay 
Into the wrinlding ocean’s flashing light; 

And the whole universe of sound and sight 
Repeats tlie radiance of that festal day. 

But for the inward eye no power can stay 
Tlie fleeting splendor of our youth’s delight. 

Still shines our August day, — but not for me 
The old encliantment, — when, by care and sorrow 
Untried, the hopeful heart was ever free 
To greet the morn as herald of like morrow. 

Yet shine, fair day! And let my soul from thee 
Hope, faith, and strength for life’s dim future borrow. 
August 1, 1884. 
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GLADSTONE. 

For Peace, and all that follows in lier path — 

Nor slighting honor and his country’s fame, 

He stood unmoved, and dared to face the blame 
Of party-sph'it and its turbid wrath. 

He saw in vision the dread aftermath, 

Should war once kindle its world-circling flame 
Through Asian tribes that bear tlie British name. 
Time few such crises for a people hatli, 

And few such leaders. Calinly he pursued 
A course at which the feebler spirits sneered, 

The bolder fumed with clamor loud and rude. 

And while the world still doubted, lioped, and feared, 
This chief a bloodless victory liath won — 

Britannia’s wisest, best, and bravest son. 

June, 1885. 
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J• R* Xio 

(ON HIS HOMEWABD YOTAGE.) 

1 . 

Back from old England, in whose courts he stood 
Foremost to knit by act and word the band 
Between the daughter and the mother-land 
In all by either prized of truth and good, 

We welcome to a fellowship renewed 
His country’s friend and ours. The master-hand 
That held the pen and lyre could still command 
Affairs of state, controlling league and feud. 

So, helped, not hindered, may his later strains 
Flow deeper, richer, though by sorrow toned; 
And life by losses grow as once by gains ; 

And age hold fast the best that youth has owned. 
But ah, hurt not with touch too heavy, Time, 

The light-winged wisdom of his gayer rhyme. 
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0 8B3P that bears him to his native shore, 

Beneath whose keel the seething ocean heaves, 

Bring safe our poet with his garnered sheaves 
Of Life’s ripe autnmn poesy and lore! 

Thongh round the old homestead where we met of yore 
In the nnsaddened days the southwind grieves 
Throogh his green elms, and all their summer leaves 
Seem whispering of the scenes that come no more, 

Tet may the years that hrought hìm honors due 
Where Europe’s hest and wisest learned his worth, 

Tield hope and strength to reach horizons new 
In the hroad Western land that gave him birth; 

Nor bar his vision to a sunlit view 
Beyond the enshrouding mysteries of earth. 

June 13 , 1885 . 
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Tn the old void of unrecorded time, 

Tn long, slow aeons of the voiceless past, 

A seed from out the weltering fire-mist cast 
Took root — a struggling plant that from its prime 
Through rudiments uncouth, through rock and slime, 
Grew, changing form and issue — and clinging fast, 
Stretched its aspiring tendrils — till at last 
Shaped like a spirit it began to climb 
Beyond its rugged stem with leaf and bud 
Still burgeoning to greet the sunlit air 
That clothed its regal top with love and power, 

And compassed it as with a heavenly flood— 

Until it burst in bloom beyond compare, 

The world’s consummate, peerless human flower. 
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Shall that bright flower the countless ages toiled 
And travailed to bring forth — sliall that rare rose, 
Whose bloom and fragrance earth and heaven undose 
Their treasuries to enrich, by death be foiled ? 

Its matchless splendor trampled down and spoiled ? 
Shall that Celestial Love — who watched its throes 
Through centuries of long struggles and of woes, 

And freed it from the old Serpent round it coiled; 
Who tended it, and reared its glorious head 
Above the brambles and the poisonous marsh, 

And shielded it when zones were cased in ice —- 
Leave it to perish when the summons harsh 
Of death is rung, — or, ere its leaves are shed, 
Transplant it to his realm of Paradise ? 
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AUGTJST. 

Fàb off among the fields and meadow rills 
The August noon hends o’er a world of green. 

Tn the blue sky the white clouds pause, and lean 
To paint hroad shadows on the wooded hills 
And upland farms. A hrooding silence fills 
The languid hours. No living forms are seen 
Save birds and insects. Here and there, between 
The broad boughs and the grass, the locust trills 
TJnseen his long-drawn, slumberous monotone. 
The sparrow and the lonely phoebe-bird, 

Now near, now far, across the fields are heard; 
And close beside me here that Spanish drone, 

The dancing grasshopper, whom no trouble frets, 
In the hot sunshine snaps his castanets. 
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IDLE HOUBS* 

Ye idle liours of summer, not in vain, 

To one by Nature’s beauty fed, ye pass — 
Though sending through the mental camera glass 
No philosophic lesson to the brain, 

But only pictures fair of shaded lane, 

Of dappled cows knee-deep in meadow grass ; 
Bright hill-tops with their sloping forest mass, 

Or barn-roofs glimmering gray across the plain. 
Earth, air, and water, and the sacred skies 
Have something still to tell, not less, I ween, 
Than famous books the learned sages prize, 
Weighted with thought abstract and logic keen, 
Where Concord pores with metaphysic eyes 
O’er vasty deeps of the unknown and unseen. 
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MTJSIO Am> POETEY. 


1 . 

SiNQj poets, as ye list, of fields, of flowers, 

Of changing seasons with their hrilliant roand 
Of keen delights, or themes still more profound — 
Where soul through sense transmutes this world of ours. 
There is a life intense heyond your powers 
Of utterance, which the ear alone has found 
In the aerial fields of rhythmic sound — 

The inviolate pathways and air-woven howers 
Built hy entwining melodies and chords. 

Ah, could I find some correspondent sign 
Matching such wondrous art with fitting words! 

But vain the task. Within his hallowed shrine 
Apollo veils his face. No muse records 
In human speech such mysteries divine. 
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Yet words though weak are all that poets own 
Wherewith their muse translates that kindred muse 
Of Harmony, whose subtìe forms and hues 
Float in the unlanguaged poesy of Tone. 

And so no true-souled artist stands alone; 

But all are brothers, though one hand may use 
A magic wand the others must refuse, 

And painters need no sculptor’s Parian stone* 

If Art is long, yet is her province wide. 

While all for truth and beauty live and dare, 

One sacred temple covers all her sons. 

Music and Poesy stand side by side. 

Through every member one blood-current runs: 

One aim, one work, one destiny they share. 
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LYIL 

TO SLEEP. 

Come, Sleep — Oblivion’ssire ! Come, blessed Sleep 
Thy shadowy sheltering wings above me spread. 

Fold to thy balmy breast my weary head. 

Shut close behind the gates of sense, and steep 
All sad remembrance in thy Lethe deep. 

But come not as thou comest to the bed 
Of the tired laborer sleeping like the dead 
In dull and dreamless trance. But let me keep 
The visionary paths of fantasy 
Down through the mystic mazes of a land 
Transfigured by thy wondeivworking spelL 
So lead me, gentle Sleep, with guiding hand, 

That when I wake from dreams, I still may be 
TVooed back to tread thy fields of asphodeL 



523 


OBMUZD AND AHBTMAN. 1 

A CANTATA. 

Oh, that I conld sinne once see! 

We paint the devil fonl, yet he 
Hath some good in him, aU agree. 

Sinne is flat opposite to the Almighty, seeing 
It wants the good of virtue, and of heing. 

Bnt God more care of ns hath hacL 
If apparitìons make ns sad, 

By sight of sinne we shonld grow mad. 

Yet as in sleep we see fonl death and live, 

So devils are onr sìnnes in prospectìve. 

Geoegk Hf.rbkrt. 


1 1 have here revised and enlarged a poem published some years ago entitled 
“ Satan.” Tbe reader of the original text will find many important changes 
and additions in this its present shape—-filling ont and completing its 
rather sketch-like form. The new title too, I hope, is more appropriate to 
the eubject thm the old «n*- 
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THE OVERTURE. 

Had I, instead of tmsonorous words, 

The skill that moves in rapturous melodies, 

And modulations of entrancing chords 

Through mystic mazes of all harmonies — 

The hounding pulses of an overture 
"Whose grand orchestral movement might allure 
The listener’s soul through chaos and through night, 
And seeming dissonance to concord and to light— 

I might allow some harsh Titanic strains 
To wrestle with Apollo and with Jove; 

And let the war-cries on barbaric plains 

Clash through the chords of wisdom and of love. 
For still the harmonies should sing and soar 
Above the discord and the battle’s roar; 

E’en as the evolving art and course of time, 

Amid the wrecks in wild confusion hurled, 

Move with impartial rhythm and cosmic rhyme 
Along the eternal order of the world. 

Then would I bid my lyric band express 
In music the old earth’s long toil and stress: 

How the dumb iron centuries have foretold 
The coming of the future age of gold: 

How, ere the morning stars together sang, 

Divine completeness out of chaos sprang 
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Through shapeless germs of lower forms thafc elìmh 
Bj slow vasfc jeons of a dateless tìme: 

Till, fchrongh fche impulse of fche primal plan 
Thej reach fcheir flowering in fche soul of man. 

All swift-contending fugues — all wild escapes 

Of passion — long-drawn wail and sudden blasfc— 
Weird, winding serpent-chords, their writhing shapes 
Shofc through with arrowj melodies fchafc fasfc 
Pursue fchem, or that fall and lose themselves 
In changing forms, as in some land of elves; 

The shadows and the lights 
Of jojous mornings, and of sorrowing nights — 

Strange tones of crude half-truth— the good within 
The mjsteries of evil and of sin, 

Should weave the prelude of a sjmphonj 
Whose music voiced the world’s vast harmonj; 

And onlj fco the ears 
Of spirits listening from serener spheres 
Of thought, the differing fcones should blend and twine 
Into the semblance of a work divine ; 

Where, not in strife but peace, should meefc 
What single were but incomplefce. 

I would unloose the soul beneath the wings 
Of everj instrument; 

I would enlist the deep-complaining strings 
Of doubt and discontent; 
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The low sad mutterings and entangled tunes 
Of viols and bassoons; — 

Shy horns with diffident tones— 

The insolent trombones— 

The reedy notes 
From mellow throats 
Of oboe and of elarionet — 

Their pure and pastoral singing met 
By clash of bacchanal cymbals, and a rout 
Of tipsy satyrs dancing all about: — 

Carols of love and hope checked by the blare 
Of trumpet-cries of anger and despair: — 

AU differing mingling voices of the deep — 

All startling blasts, all airs that lull to sleep; 
The mountain cataract that whirls and spins 
And bm sts in spray asunder: — 

Swift pattering rains of flutes and violins, — 
The tymbal’s muffled thunder: 
dEolian breathings wild and soft, 

Notes that sink or soar aloft —- 
Soar or sink with harp-strings pulsing under: — 
Ravishing melodies that stream 
Through chords entrancing as a dream 
Out of a realrn of wonder. 

Or else, from off the full and large-leaved score 
Into the willing instruments I ’d pour 
A noise of battle in the air unseen; 

Of ghostly squadrons sending tremors strange 
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Of trouble and disastrous cbange 
From beyond their cloudy screen ; 

Low rumbling thunders — drops of bloody rain— 
Earthquake and storm — presentiment of pain — 
Strange sobbings in the air 
Hushed by degrees in fading semitones 
And softened sighs and moans, 

As when a mother by the cradle stills 

At night her weeping child, ere morn peeps o’er the hills, 

And all the world again is bright and fair. 

While, with receding feet, 

Far off is heard the beat 
Of mournful marches of the muffled drums; 

And nearer now and nearer, 

Sweeter still and clearer, 

The bird-like flute-notes leap into the air, 

While the great human-heavenly music comes 
Emerging from the dark with bursts of song 
And hope and victory delayed too long. 

So should my music fill its perfect round 
With dewy sunrise, and with peace profound. 

Ah, what are all the discords of all time 
But stumbling steps of one persistent life 
That struggles up through mists to heights sublime, 
Forefelt through all creation’s lingering strife: — 

The deathless motion of one undertone, 

Whose deep vibrations thrill from God to God alone! 
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PART L 

Daybreak. 

Chobus of Planetaby Spibits. 

Ye interstellar spaces, serene and still and clear, 

Above, below, aronnd! 

Ye gray nnmeasured breadths of ether, — sphere on 
sphere! 

We listen, but no sound 

Rings from your depths profound. 

But ever along and all across the morning bars 
Fast-flashing meteors run — 

The trailing wrecks of fierce and fiery-bearded stars, 
Scattered and lost and won 
Back to their parent sun. 

Through rifts of bronzing clouds the tides of morning 
glow 

And swell and mount apace. 

We watch and wait if haply we at last may know 
Some record we may trace 
Upon the orbs of space. 

Above, below, around we track our planets’ flight; 

Their paths and destinies 

Are intertwined with ours. Bemote or near, their light 
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Or darkness to our eyes 
A mystic pictnre lies. 

Fcasx Spikxt. 

Close to the morn a small and sparkling star-world dances, 
Bathed in the flaming mist; 

Flashing and quivering like a million moying lances 
Of gold and amethyst 
By slanting sunrise kissed. 

A fairy realm of rapid and unimpeded sprites, 

That fly and leap and dart; 

Afl fierce and tropic fervors, all swift and warm deflghts 
Bound and flash and start 
In every fieiy heart. 

Second Sprarr. 

Deep in the dawn floats up a star of dewy fire— 

So pure it seems new-bom; 

As though the soul of mom 
Were pulsing through its heart in dim, divine desire 
Of poesy and love; — the star of mom and eve— 

Whose crystal sphere is shining 
With joys beyond divining — 

Fassion that never tortures, and hopes that ne’er deceive. 

Thxbd Spmrr. 

There swims the pale, green Earth, half drowned and 
thunder-rifted, 
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Steeped in a sea of rain. Above the watery waste 
Of God’s primeval flood, all other land effaced — 

One peak alone nplifted. 

The haffled lightnings play around its crags and chasms; 
So far away they flash, I hear no thnnder-spasms. 

But now the scowling clouds are drifting from its spaces, 
And leave it to the wind and coming day’s embraces. 

Foubth Spibit. 

Beyond, a planet rofls with darkly lurid sides, 

Flooded and seamed and stained hy drenching Stygian 
tìdes; 

Deep gorges, up whose hlack and slimy slopes there peep 
AU monstrous Saurian growths that run or fly or creep; 
And, in and out the holes and caverns clogged with mud, 
Crawl through their giant ferns to suck each other’s hlood. 
I see them hattflng there in fog and oozy water, 

Symhols of savage lust, deformity, and slaughter. 

Fifth Spibit 

I see an orh above that spins with rapid motìon, 

Yaster and vaster growing — 

Belted with sulphurous clouds ; and through the rents an 
ocean 

Boiling and plunging up on a crust of fiery shore. 

And now I hear far off the elemental roar, 

And the rcd fire-winds blowing: 

A low, dufl, steady moan a milflon miles away. 
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Of whirling horricanes that rage all night, all day. 

No life of man or beast, were life engendered there, 
Couid bide those flaming winds, that white metallic glare. 

Sixth Spibit. 

But yonder, studded round with lamps of moonlight 
tender, 

And arched from pole to pole with rings of rainbow 
splendor, 

A world rofls far apart; as though in haughty scorning 
Of all the aflen flght of his diminished morning. 

Seventh aot> Eighth Spikits. 

Cold, cold and dark — and farther stìfl 
We dimly see the icy spheres 
Like spectre worlds, who yet fulfil, 

Through slow dull centuries of years, 

Their circuit round the distant sun who winds them at 
his wifl. 


Chobus. 

Round and round one central orb 
The wheeflng planets move, 

And some reflect and some absorb 
The floods of flght and love. 

The rolflng glohe of molten stones, 
The spinning wateiy waste, 



532 


198 OTLMUZD AND AERIMAN. 

The forests whirled through tropic zones 
By circling moons embraced — 

We watch their elemental strife; 

We wait, that we may see 
Some record of their inner life, 

Where all is mystery. 

Apause. The Spirìts approach the Earth. The Sun rìses over 
the Continent of Asia. 


Secokd Spibit. 

Look, brothers, look! The quivering sunrise tinges 
Our nearest orb of Earth. The forest fringes 
Redden with joy; and all about the sun, 

That gilds the boundless east, the cloud-banks dun 
Flame into gold; and with a crimson kiss 
Wake the green world to beauty and to bliss. 

See how she glows with sweet responsive smile ! 

Hark, how the waves of air lap round her! 

As though she were some green, embowered isle, 

And the fond ocean had just found her, 

In Time’s primeval morn of unrecorded calms 
Hidden away with afl her lilies and her palms; 

And flattering at her feet, had smoothed his angry 
mane, 

And moving round her kissed her o’er and o’er again. 
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Third Spibit. 

And now, behold, our wings are rapid as our tbougbt; 

And nearer yet bave brought 
Our feet, until we bover above the Asian lands 
Beyond tbe desert sands. 

There, girt about by mountain peaks tbat cleave the sMes, 
A blooming valley lies: 

A pathway, sloping down from visionary beigbts 
Tbrougb sbades and dappled ligbts, 

Lost in a garden wilderness of tropic trees 
And flowers and birds and bees. 

Far off I smell the rose, tbe amarantb, the spice, 

Tbe breath of Paradise. 

Far off I bear tbe singing tbrougb bidden groves and 
vales 

Of Eden’s nigbtingales; 

And, sliding down through pines and moss and rocky 
wàlls, 

The murmuring waterfalls. 

And lo, two radiant forms that seem akin to us, 

Walk, calm and beauteous, 

Crowned witb tbe light of tbought and mutual love, 
wbose bbsses 

Are sealed witb rapturous kisses. 

Ab, beautiful green Eartb! ah, happy, happy pair! 

Can tbere be aught so fair, 

O brothers, in yon vast unpeopled worlds afar, 

As these brigbt beings are! 
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Chobus of Spmrrs. 

The stars in the heavens are singing 
Resportse to the wonderfol story; 

Joy, joy to the race that is springing 
To cover the earth with its glory! 

The race that enfolds in its bosom 
A birthright divine and immortal; 

As the fruit is enwrapped in the blossom, 

As the garden is hid by the portal! 

Distant Yoices. 

(A change to a minor key.) 

Sin and weakness, misery and pain, 

Cloud their sunlit birth; 

And the sons of Heaven alone remain 
Gods unmixed with earth. 

Light and darkness are the twins of fate; 
XJndivided they, 

Through all realms that bear a mortal date, 
Hold altemate sway. 

Through the umverse the lords of life 
Never at peace can be. 

Good and evil in a ceaseless strife 
Fight for victory. 
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Third Spibep. 

I hear in the spaces below 
A discord of voices that flow 
In muttering tones through the air. 

But where are they hidden — where ? 

There are trailings of gloom through the spaces» 
And far-darting cones that eclipse 
The splendor of planets whose faces 
Are dimmed by their darkening traces, 

And frozen by alien lips; 

And the dream of a swift-coming change 
Foretokens a destiny strange. 

And what is yon Shadow that creeps 
On the marge of her crystallme deeps ? 

On the field and the river and grove, 

On the borders of hope and of rest; 

On the Eden of wedlock and love; 

On the labor contentment hath blessed ? 

That crawls like a serpent of mist 

Through the vales and the gardens of peace, 

With a blight upon all it hath kissed, 

And a shade that shall never decrease? 

That maddens tlie wings of desire, 

And saddens the ardors of joy — 

Winged like a phantom of fire — 

Armed like a fiend to destroy! 
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Second Spmrr. 

Before me there flitted a vision— 

A vision of dawn and Creation, 

Of faith and of donbt and division, 

Of mystical frait and temptation: 

A garden of lilies and roses, 

Ah, sweeter than dreams ever fashioned; 
Hopes in whose splendor reposes 

A love that was pnre and impassioned. 

Bnt alas for the sons and the danghters 
Of man, in the morning of nations! 

Alas for their rivers of waters! 

Alas for their frnitless oblations! 

The curse and the blight and the sentence 
Have fallen too swift for repentance. 

I see it, I feel it—O brother! 

It shadows one half of their garden. 

O Earth! O improvident Mofcher! 

Where left’st thon thy angel, thy warden ? 

Is it theirs, or the guilt of another? 

Mnst they die without hope of a pardon ? 
What is it they snffer, O brother, 

In the red, rosy light of their garden ? 

Thb Spikits. 

Te Angels ■— ye heavenly Powers 
Whose wisdom is higher than onrs — 

From the blight, from the terror defend them— 
Help, help! In their Eden befriend them. 
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The Ajs’gel Raphael, 

Bejond the imagined Iiniits of such space 
As je can gness, I passed, jet heard jour crj. 

For je are hrother spirits. And I come, 

Swifter than light, to shield jou from the dread 
Of earth-hom shadows, and the ghostlj folds 
Of seeming evil curtaining round jour worlds. 

Yet can I hring no amulet to guard 

One peaceful hreast from sorrow; for jourselvea 

Are girt ahont, as I, hj that divine, 

Exhaustìess Xx>ve, whose pledge jour souls contain. 

The Sphuts. 

Ah, ” % for ourselves — but our brothers 
We plead, in their dawn overglooming, 

For the death is not theirs, hut anothers. 

Help, help! from the doom that is coming; 

For thej stand all alone and unguided; 

No Past with its lesson upholds them; 

Their life from their race is divided; 

A childhood unconscious enfolds them. 

Xs it sin—is it death that has shrouded 
Their souls, or a taint in their nature ? 

Is there hope for a future tmclouded ? 

Tell— tell us — angelical teacher! 
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RAPHAKIi 

Yon earth, which claimed your closer vigilance, 

And seems so near to you in time and space, 

Is far away. Your present is its past. 

To spirits, worlds and aeons are condensed 
Into a moment’s feeling or a thought. 

While ye were singing as ye watched those orhs, 
They grew and grew from incandescent globes 
Girdled with thunder, wreathed with sulphurous steam 
Or from the slime where rude gigantic forms 
Of crocodile or hat plunged through the dense 
And flowerless wilds of cane, or flapped like dreams 
Of darkness through the foul mephitic air. 

Tb se shapes gave way to forests, rocks, and seas, 
And shapely forms of beast and bird and man — 

The last result of wonder-working Time — 

Man — the tall crowning flower and fruit of all — 
And the vast complex tissues he hath wrought 
Of life and laws and government and arts. 

All this ye knew not; tranced in choral song, 

Your music was the oblivion of all tbne. 

The Speeuts. 

Have we not seen the approaching doom of Earth? 

Raphaeu 

The vision ye have had of joy and doom 
Flashing and glooming o’er two little lives, 


539 


ORMUZD AND AHRIMAN. 205 

Is truth half-typed in legend, such as fed 
The people of the ancient days, distilled 
From crude primordial growths of time, when sin 
Saw the fierce flaming sword of conscience shake 
Its terror through the groves of Paradise, 

Grasped by Jehovah’s red right hand in wrath. 

The Spibjts. 

Was it a dream ? We saw that red right hand. 

Raphael. 

The events and thoughts that passed in olden time 
Dawn on your senses with the beams of light 
That left long, long ago those distant worlds, 

And flash from out the past like present truths. 

It was a poet’s dream ye saw. It held 
A truth. ’Tis yours to unfold the mythic form, 

And guess the meaning of the ancient tale. 

The Spueuts. 

We mark thy words; we know that thou art wise 
And good ; and yet we hover in a mist 
Of doubt. Help us ! Our sight is weak and dim. 

Raphael. 

Know then that men and Angels can conceive 
Through symbols only, the eternal truths. 

Through all creation streams this dual ray — 
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The marriage of tlie spirit with the form — 

The correspondence of the universe 

With souls through sense ; and that the deepest thought 

And firmest faith are nurtured and sustained 

By the great visible universe of tìme 

And space — the alphabet whose mystìc forins 

Present all inner lessons to the soul — 

And thus the unseen by the seen is known. 

Yea, even the blank and sterile voids that span 
The dead unpalpitating space ’twixt star 
And star, shall speak, as light hath spoken once. 

And hark! Even now the unfathomable deeps 
Begin to stìr. I hear a far off sound 
Of shuddering wings, beyond the hurrying clouds, 
Beyond the stars — now nearer, nearer still! 

Distant Voices. 

( Confusedly, in a minor key.) 

Behind us shines the Light of lights. 

We are the Shadows, we the nights, 

That blot the pure expanse of tìme. 

And yet we weave the destined rhyme 
Of creatures with the Increate — 

Of God and man, free will and fate; 

The warp and woof of heavens and hells; 

The noiseless round of death and birth; 

The eternal protoplasmic spells 

Binding the sons of God to earth; —— 
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The ceaseless web of mysteiy 
That has been, and shal] ever be. 

Thb Spibixs. 

Far off we seem to hear a chorns strange, 

Rising and falling through the gathering gloom. 

And now the congregated clonds appear 
To take the semblance of a Shape, that bends 
This way — as when a whirling ocean-spout 
Drinks, as it moves along, the light of heaven. 

Raphael. 

Spirit — if Spirit or Presence 

Thou art, or the gloom of a symbol — 
Approach, if thou canst, to interpret 
Thy name and thy work and thy essence. 

(Apause.) 

Behold, the Shadow spreads and towers apace, 

Like a dense cloud that rolls along the sea 
Landward, then shrouds the winding shore, the fields, 
The network of the gray autumnal woods, 

And the low cottage roofs of upland farms; 

What seemed a vapor with a ragged fringe 
Changes to wings, that sweep from north to south. 

And round about the mass whose cloudy dome 
Should be a head, I see the lambent flames 
Of distant lightnings play. And now a voice 
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Of winds and waves and crumbling thunder tones 
Commingled, muttering unintelligible things, 
Approaches us. The air grows strangely chill 
And nebulous. Daylight hath backward stepped. 
The morning sun is blotted with eclipse. 

Chortjs of the SpiRrra. 

Like the pale stricken leaves of the Autumn 
When Winter swoops doxvnward to whirl them 
Afar from the nooks of the woodlands, 

And up through the clouds of the twilight, 

We shudder! We hear a wind roaring 
And booming below in the darkness; 

A voice whose low thunder is mingled 
With waves of the sibilant ocean. 

The clouds that were pearly and golden 
Are steeped in a blackening crimson. 

The spell of a magical presence 
Is nearing us out of the darkness. 

What is it ? No shape we distinguish — 

No voice —but a sound that is muffled, 

Muffled and stifled in thunder. 

We are troubled. Oh, help us, strong Angel! 
A Form gathers out of the darkness, 

Awf ul and dim and abysmal! 

Raphael. 

Fear not the gloomy Phantasm. Speak to him. 
If he will answer, ye may learn of him 
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What hmnan books of dead tbeology 

Have seldom taught, or poets, though they sang 

Of Eden and the primal curse of man. 

The Spibxts. 

Spirit, or phantom — darkening earth and sky, 

And creeping through the soul in grim despair — 

What art thou ? Speak! whose shadow darkens thus 
The eye of mom ? 

Satax. 

I am not what I seem. 

The Sphuts. 

Art thou that fallen Angel who seduced 
From their allegiance the bright hosts of heaven 
And men, and reignest now the lord of doom ? 

Satan. 

I am not what I seem to fìnite minds; — 

No fallen Angel — for I never fell, 

Though priest and poet feign me exiled and doomed; 
But ever was and ever shall be thus — 

Nor worse nor better than the Eternal planned. 

I am the Retribution, not the Curse. 

I am the shadow and reverse of God; 

The type of mixed and interrupted good; 

The clod of sense without whose earthly hase 
You spirit-flowers can never grow and bloom. 


544 


210 ORMUZD AND AHRIMAN. 

Thx Spebits. 

We dread to ask—what need have we of thee ? 


Satah. 

I am that stem necessify of fate— 

Creation’s temperament— the mass and mould 
Of circumstance, through which eternal law 
Works in its own mysterious way its wilL 

The Spebits. 

Art thou not Evil — Sin abstract and pure ? 

Satax. 

There were no shadows till the worlds were made ; 
No evil and no sin tili finite souls, 

Imperfect thence, conditioned in free-will, 

Took form, projected by eternal law 
Through co-existent realms of time and space. 

Thk Spebits. 

Thy words are dark. We dimly catch their sense. 

Satah. 

Naught evil, though it were the Prince of evil, 
Hath being in itself. For Giod alone 
Existeth in Himself, and Giood, which lives 
As sunsliine lives, bom of the Parent Sun. 

I am the finite shadow of that Sun, 
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Opposite, not opposmg, onljr seen 
Upon the nether side* 

The Spmrrs. 

Art happy then ? 


Satan. 

Nor happy I nor wretched. I but do 
My work, as fìnite fate and law prescribe. 

The Spibiis. 

Didst thou not tempt the woman and the Tna.n 
Of Eden, and beguile them to their doom ? 

Satah. 

No personal will am I, no influence bad 
Or good. I symbolize the wild and deep 
And unregenerated wastes of life, 

Dark with transmitted tendencies of race 
And blind mischance; all crude mistakes of will- 
Proclivity unbalanced by due weight 
Of favoring circumstance; all passion blown 
By wandering winds; all surplusage of force 
Piled up for use, but slipping from its base 
Of law and order ; all undisciplined 
And ignorant mutiny against the wise 
Bestraint of rules by centuries old indorsed, 

And proved the best so long it needs no proof; — 
All quality o’erstrained until it cracks — 
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Yet but a snrface crack; the Etemal Eye 
Sees underaeath the soul’s sphere, as above, 

And knows the deep foundations of the world 
Will not be jarred or loosened by the stress 
Of sun and wind and rain upon the crast 
Of upper soil. Nay, let the earthquake split 
The mountains into steep and splintered cliasms — 
Down deeper than the shock the adamant 
Of ages stands, symbol no less divine 
Of the eternal Law than heaven above. 

Thb Srmxra. 

Shall we then doubt the sacred books — the faith 
That Satan was of old the foe of God ? 

Satax. 

Natìons have planned their demons as they planned 
Their gods. Say, rather, God and Satan mixed, — 
A hybrid of perplexed theology, — 

Stood at the centre of the universe ; 

Ormuzd and Ahriman, in ceaseless war— 

A double spirit through whose nerves and veins 
Throbbed the vast pulses of his feverish moods 
Of blight and benedictìon. Did the Jew 
Or Pagan, save the few of finer mouild, 

Own an unchanging God, or one self-willed, 

Who, like themselves, was moved to wrath, revenge 
And jealousy, to petty strifes and ban 
Of sect and clan — the reflex of their thought ? 
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The Spibits. 

What if it were revealed to holy men, 

By faith, that God had formed a spirit vast 
Who fell, rebelled, tempted the race to death? 
Whether a foe who rode upon the wind, 

Or one within, leagued with some sweet, strong drift 
Of natural desire, tainted yet sweet? 

Satah. 

Alas, did ever human eyes transcend 
And pierce beyond the hemisphere of tints 
That overarched their thought and hope, yet seemed 
A heaven of truth ? As man is so his God. 

So too his spirit of eviL Evil fixed 
He saw, eternal and abstract, whose tree 
Thrust down its grappling tap-roots in the heart, 

And poisoned where it grew; its blighting shade 
By no sweet wandering winds of heaven caressed, 

No raindrops from the pitiless clouds. No birds 
Of song and summer in its branches built 
Their little nests of love. No hermit sought 
The shivering rustle of its chilly shade. 

Accursed of God it stood — accursed and drear 
It stood apart -— a tbing by God and man 
Hated or pitied as a pestilence 
O’er-passing cure. So hate not me. For I 
Am but the picture mortal eyes behold 
Shadowing the dread results of broken laws 
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Designed by eternai wisdom for tbe good 
Of man, though typed as Darkness, Pain, and ITire. 

The Spibits. 

Must not the eteraal Justice punish man 
And spirits — now and in the great To-Be ? 

What sinner can escape his burning wrath ? 

Satah. 

The soul of man is man’s own heaven or helL 
God’s love and justice will no curse on men 
Or spirits, who condemn themselves, and hide 
Their faces in the murky fogs of sense 
And lawless passion, and the hate and feud 
Bora of all dense inwoven ignorance. 

Man loves or fears the shadow of himself. 

God shines behind him. Let him turn and see. 

\yanishes slowly . 


The Spieits. 

Yet stay — speak, speak once more! Tell us what fate 
Awaits the human race — now on this earth 
Teeming with life -— and in the great Hereafter! 

Raphaexh 

The phantom-lips are dumb : nor could they answer. 
The book of fate is known to One alone. 
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The Sprarrs. 

And thoa — thou, sovereign Angel, knowest not? 

Raph&ql. 

He alone knows whose being contains the alL 

Cease questioning. Have faith. Love reigns snpreme. 


PAHT II. 

A Choeus of Humah Spieits d t the Mist. 
Far in the shuddering spaces of the North 
We live. We saw a Shape 
Of terror rise and spread and issue forth; 

And we would fain escape 
The anger of his frown. We know him not, 
Nor whether it be he 

Who claims our homage, for the shadows blot 
The sun we may not see. 

We lift our prayers on heavy wings to one 
Who dwells beyond the sun ; 

Whose lightnings are decrees of life or doom; 

Whose laws are veiled in gloom. 

Thick clouds and darkness are about thy throne 
Where thou dost reign alone. 

And we amid the mists and shadows grope, 
With faint bewildered hope. 
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We fear thy awful judgments, and thy cmse 
Upon thy Universe. 

For we are told it is a fearfnl thing, 

O thou Ahnighty King, 

To faU into thy hands. O spare the rod— 

Thou art a jealous God! 

O save us hy the hlood of him who died, 

That sin might not divide 
Our guilty souls from heaven and Christ and Thee. 

And yet we dread to see 
Thy face. How can the tremhling fugitive 
Behold thy face and live! 

VoiCE BEHTND THK MlST. 

Fear not, for ye shall live if ye receive 
The life divine, ohedient to the law 
Of truth and good. So shall there he no frown 
Upon his face who wills the good of àlL 

Choib. of Angebs m the Distahck. 

God who made the tempest’s wingèd terror 
And the smile of mom, 

Who art hringing truth from sin and error, 

Love from hate and scora; 

XiO, thy presence glows through all thy creatures, 
Passion-stained or f air ; 
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Saint and sinner bear the selfsame featnres 
Thj bright angels wear. 

Hnman frailty all alike inherit, 

Yet our souls are free. 

Giver of all good, it is no merit 
That we tum to thee. 

Thou alone art pure in thy perfection. 

We thj children shine 

Bnt as our soiled garments take reflection 
From thj light divine. 

Thon art reaching forth thine arms forever, 
Struggling sonls to free. 

Leading man bj eveiy good endeavor 
Back to heaven and thee ! 

Chobus of Puanetaby Srmrrs. 

The presence that awed ns and chilled ns 

Dissolves in the dews of the moraing. 

The darkness has vanished aronnd us, 

And shrunk to the shadows that color 

The cloud flakes of gold and of pnrple: 

So vanish the thoughts that obscnred us, 

The doubt and the dread of the evil 

That stained the starred robe of Creatìon. 

And we hear bnt one mnsic pervading 
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The planets and suns that are shìnìng— 

The spìrits that pine in the darkness 
Or float in the joy oi the morning. 

Semichobus L 

Have we -wronged thee, O monarch of shadows? 

Have we named thee the Demon of spirits ? 
We know that the good and the evil 
Each mortal and angel inherits — 

The evil and good that are twisted 
As fibres of brass and of gold— 

To the All-seeing Eye have a meaning 
We know not — too vast to be told ; 

But the wise and the merciful Father, 

Though they stray in the desert and wold, 
wai lift up his lambs to his bosom, 

And gather them into his fold. 

Semichoetj8 EL 

Yet the guilt and the crime that have triumphed, 
Though shining in purple and gold, 

Shall bring their own sure retribution, 

As the prophets of ages have told. 

For Justice is sure in the order 

That rules through the heavens of old. 
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Yoicb of a Pbophet. 

Aye, though no tyrant’s stern decree enforce 
The law, yet Justice still must hold its course; 
Sure as the power that draws the falling stone, 
Sure as the electric tkrill from zone to zone, 

The ocean’s tides, the round of day and night, 
The buming tropic sun, the winter’s blight — 

So follows, though long years have hid the seed, 
The fatal fruitage of the evil deed. 

Yoicb of a Philosophbb. 

Yet not, we must believe, 

Like man’s infirm opinion 
And incomplete tribunals 
God’s larger judgments stand. 

He sees the Past and Present; 

He knows the strong temptations; 

The nets where lie entangled 
The creatures of his hand. 

He knows the deep enigmas 
No mortal mind has solved. 

The armed and banded legions, 

That bind earth’s captives down, 

Hold no divine commission 
To pass the final sentence. 

Heaven holds its perfect balance, 

And smiles above their frown. 
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SONG OF IIOPEFUX SPXltlTS. 

1 . 

Praise, praise ye tlie prophets, the sages 
Who lived and 'vvhe died for the ages; 
The grand and magnifìcent dreamers; 
The heroes, the mighty redeemers ; 

ITie martyrs, reformers and leaders ; 

The voices of mystical Yedas ; 

The hibles of races long shrouded 
Who left us their wisdom unclouded ; 

The truth tliat is old as their mountains, 
But fresh as the rills from their fountains. 


2 . 

And praise ye the poets whose pages 
Give solace and joy to the ages; 

Who have seen in their marvellous trances 
Of thought and of rhythmical fancies, 

The manhood of Man in all errors ; 

The triumph of hope over terrors ; 

The great human heart ever pleading 
Its kindred divine, though misleading, 
Fate held it aloof from the heaven 
That to spirits untempted was given. 

Chorus. 

The creeds of the past that have bound us, 
With visions of terror around us 
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Like cluiigeons of stone that have crumhled, 
Beneath us lie shattered and hunibled. 

The tyranny mitred and crested, 

Flattered and crowned and detested ; 

The blindness that trod upon Science ; 

The bigotry Tgnorance cherished ; 

The armed and the sainted alliance 

Of conscience and hate — they have perished, 
Have melted like mists in the splendor 
Of life and of beauty supernal — 

Of love ever watchful and tender, 

Of law ever one and eternal. 

SONG OF A WlSE SPIKIT. 

The light of central suns o’erflows 

The imknown bounds of time and space. 

The shadows are but passing shows 
And clouds upon Creation’s face. 

From out the chaos and the slime, 

From out the whirling winds of fìre, 

From years of ignorance and crime, 

From centuries of wild clesire, 

The shaping laws of truth and love 
Shall lift the savage from tlie clod ; 

Shall till the fielcl and gild the grove 
With homes of man ancl clomes of God. 

And Lo\e and Science, sicle by side, 

With starry lamps of heavenly flame. 
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Shall light the darkness far and wide; 

The wandering outcast shall reclaim; 
Shall bmy in forgotten graves 
Blind Superstition’s tjrant hrood; 

Shall hreak the fetters of the slaves; 

Shall hind the world in hrotherhood; 

Shall hurl all despots from the throne, 

And lift the saviors of the race; 

And law and liherty alone 

From sea to sea the lands emhrace. 

Hymn of a Dkvout Spikit. 

The time shall come when men no more 

Shall deem the sin that taints the earth 
A demon-spell—■ a monstrous hirth — 

A curse forever to endure; — 

Shall see that from one common root 

Must spring the better and the worse; 
And seek to cure, before they curse, 

The tree that drops its wormy fruit. 

For God must love, though man should hate 
The vine whose mildew blights its grapes ; 
Shall he not clothe with fairer shapes 
The lives deformed by earthly fate ? 

O praise him not that on a throne 
Of glory unapproached he sits, 


557 


ORMUZD AND AHRIMAN. 223 

For deem a slavish fear befits 
The child a father calls his own. 

But praise him that in ever j thrill 
Of life his breath is in our lungs, 

And moves our hearts and tunes our tongues, 
Howe’er rebellious to his wilL 

Praise him that all alike drink in 
A portion of the life divine, 

A light whose struggling soul-beams shine 
Through all the blinding mists of sin. 

For sooner shall the embracing day, 

The air that folds us in its arms, 

The morning sim that cheers and warms, 

Hold back their service, and decay, 

Ere God, who wraps the Universe 

With love, shall let the souls he made 
Fall from his omnipresent aid 
O’ershadowed by a human curse. 

SONO OF AN EvOLUXIOKIST. 

1 . 

AJl in its turn is good 
And suited to its time; 

Fire-mist and cosmic fiood, 
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Ice, rock, and ocean slìme; 
Savage and Druid stern, 

Faith typed in legends wild. 

The mills of God still turn; 

Order is Discord’s child. 

Ever from worse to better 
Breàks Nature through her fetter— 
The spirit through the letter. 

One vast divine endeavor, 

One purpose still pursued— 
Upward and onward ever— 

All in its tum is good. 


2 . 

Up from the centre striving 

Through countless change on change, 
Through shapes uncouth and strange — 
The weakest doomed to perish — 

The strongest still surviving ; 

Purpose divine in all. 

Whether they rise or fall 
Pledged to maintain and cherish 
Types higher still and higher, 

To struggle and aspire. 

One vast divine endeavor 
Upward and onward ever — 

Through fish and bird and beast — 

Power that hath never ceased— 
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Throngh darkness and through lìght — 
Through ape and troglodjte, 

Till best with best unite; 

Through melancholy wastes 
Of unknown time and space — 

A power that never hastes, 

And never slackens pace 
Until the human face, 

Until the human form 
Beautiful, and swift and warm, 

Awaits the crowning hour, 

And blooms—a spirit-flower — 
Upward and onward ever 
One primal plan pursued. 

AU in its tum is good. 

SOKO OF AK Ou> POET. 

I sang of Eden and Creation’s mom; 

Of fiend and angel, triumph and despair. 

I caught the world’s old music in the air— 

The strains that from a people’s creed were bom. 

I soared with seraphs, walked with lords of doom; 

Basked in the sun and groped in utter dark. 

I lit the olden legends with a spark 

Whose radiance but revealed eternal gloom. 

I stood enveloped in a cloud o’ercharged 

With thunder; and the blind mad bolts that flew 
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Were heaven’s decrees. They spared alone the few 
Whose hearts hy grace snpernal were enlaiged. 

Upon imagination’s star-lit wings 

I flew beyond the steadfast earth’s snpports, 

And stood within Jehovah’s shining courts, 

And heard what seemed the mnrmnr of the springs, 

The streams of living and eternal yonth. 

Was it a dream ? Hath God another Word 
Than that hetween the Cherubim we heard 
When Israel served the Lòrd with zeal and trnth ? 

Are those hnt earthbom shadows that we saw 
Thronging the spaces of the heavens and hells ? 

Is there a newer prophet-voice that tells 
The trnmpet-tidings of a grander law? 

The lurid words ahove the fatal door— 

The door itself — the circles of despair 
Are fast dissolving in serener air. 

They were hut dreams. They can retnm no more. 

No more the vengeance of a demon-god; 

No more the lost souls whirling in black drifts 
Of endless pain. The wind of moraing lifts 
The fog where once onr groping footsteps trod. 
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I looked, and lo! the A'byss was all ablaze 
With light of heaven, and not abysmal fire; 

And fain would tune to other chords my lyre; 

And fain would sing the alternate nights and days— 

The days and nights that are the wings of Time; 

The love that melts away the eternal chains; 

The judgments only of remedial pains ; 

The hidden innocence in guilt and crime. 

The sunlight on the illumined tracts of earth 
Sprang from the darkness, pale and undiscerned. 

And the great creeds the world hath slowly learned 
Are truths evolved from forms of ruder birth. 

The tides of life, divine and human, swell 
And flood the desert shore, the stagnant pooL 
And sage and poet know, where God hath rule 
There is no cloud in heaven — no doom in helL 


Fuix Chobus of the Planetaby Sfibits. 

1 . 

Hear ye, O brothers, the voices around that are swelling 
in chorus ? 

Nearer and sweeter they rise and fall through the 
nebulous light: 
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Yoices o£ sages and propliets — while under our footsteps 
and o’er ns 

Roll in their orbits the worlds whose circles we 
tracked throngh the night. 


2 . 

Melting away in the moming, we follow their pathways 
no longer, 

Knowing the hand that has guided will bear them 
forever along; 

Bear them forever, and shape them to destinies fairer 
and stronger 

Than when the joyous archangels hailed their creation 
with song. 


3 . 

Not with a light that is waning—not with the curse of 
a dooming, 

They shall accomplish their cycles through ages of 
fire and of cloud: 

Ever from their chaos to order unfolding, progressing, 
and blooming, 

Till with the wisdom and beauty of ages on ages 
endowed. 


4 . 

Out of the regions of discord, out of the kingdoms of 
evil. 
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God in the races to come shall abolish the reign of 
despair. 

Who shall confront his decrees with the phantoms of 
demon and devil ? 

Who shall nnhallow the joj of his light and the health 
of his air ? 


5 . 

Lo! on the day-star itself there are spots that, coming 
and goìng, 

Send through the spaces mysterious thrillings like 
omens of blight. 

And the great planets afar are convulsed, as when winter 
comes blowing 

Over the shuddering oceans and islands of tropical 
light. 


6 . 

Shadows are shadows; and all that is made is illumined 
and shaded, — 

Bound by the laws of its being — heaven and earth 
in its breath. 

He who hath made us will lift us, though stained and 
deformed and degraded — 

Lift us and love us, though drowned in the surges 
of darkness and death. 
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On a time — not of old —- 

When a poet had sent out his soul and no welcome had 
found 

"Where the heart of the nation in prose stood fettered 
and bound 

In fold upon fold — 

He called back his soul who had pined for an answer 
afloat; 

And thus in the silence of night and the pride of his 
spirit he wrote. 

Come back, poet-thought! 

For they honor thee not in thy vesture of verse and of 
song. 

Come back —- thou hast hovered about in the market too 
long. 

In vain thou hast sought 

To stem the strong current that flows from the Philistine 
lands. 

Thou hast failed to deliver the message the practical 
public demands. 
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Come back to the lieìglits 

Of thy vìsion — tliy love — tliy Parnassus of bcauty and 
truth, 

From the valleys below wlicre the labor of ago and of 
youth 

Has no need of thy lights ; 

For science has marslialled tlie way with a lamp of its 
own. 

Till they woo thee witli wakening love tliou must follow 
thy pathway alone. 

We have striven, have toiled, 

Have pressed with the foremost to sing to tho men of 
our time 

The thought that was deepest, the lay tliat was lightest 
in rhyme. 

We are baffled and foiled. 

The crowd hurrics on intcnt ujion traffic and pay; 

They have ears, but they hear not. Wliat chance to bc 
heard lias the poet to-day ? 

So we turn from tho crowd, 

And we sing as we please, like tlie tlirush far away ìn 
the woods. 

They may listen or not, as tliey choose, to our fancios 
and moods 

Chanted low — chanted loud# 
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In the sunshine and storm — ’mid tlie hearts that are 
tender or hard. 

What need of applause from the world, when Art is its 
own reward ? 
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(Eollcge ffgfe. 

They go to scole to lem logyk and lawe, and eke contemplacion. 

PlERS PLOUHMAN. 


There stands upon a hille, al verdantlie 
Yclad with trees, and grasse, and waving graine, 

An edifice, ne very haught and highe, 

Ne lowe; of bricks ybuilt, joli and plaine; 

Beseemeth such an house there to remaine. 

A spire decks the roofe, which to the eyne 
Of wandering wight.e, who there his course hath ta’en, 
Beneathe Dan Sol doth often glitterynge shine: 

And al beyonde the walles are groves and meadowes fine. 

There often have I whilom conned my taske, 

Intent on booke with no huge pleasaunce fraughte, 
Withouten hope of drinke from luscious flaske, 

To speed upon his waye one labouringe thoughte: 

A booke as drye, perdie, was never boughte! 

Ofte have I nodded, filled with drowsie sleepe, 

Which Morpheus from his sombre land hath broughte, 
And oft would starte, and vigyl fain would keepe, 

Yet that same sleepie god still o’er my braine dyd 
creepe. 
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Then, ere I could againe my booke resume, 

O fatale finisher of al my joye! 

The glib-tongd bel would tingle through the roome, 

O cursed bel, my peace thus to destroye! 

No elfin sprite me then mote so annoye, 

Ne goblyn ghoste with hellish puissance, 

Ne byrchen swytch, ydrad by idle boye, 

Ne to the hen-peckt wighte hys wyfe’s keen glance, 
More troublous seemes than this, my miserie to en- 
hance. 

For who that bel hath hearde, must strait him move, 

To roome where syts in state professour grave, 

With booke in hande, that booke he well dothe love, 
Greeke, Latin, Algeb, (Lord me from them save!) 
Eache lucklesse youthe must wel his lesson have, 

Or he efisoons to lecture vyle is ledde, 

To answer for his sad idlesse, or brave 
The puissance of wordes he needes must dred, 

Words scattered eke like hayl on hys devoted hedde. 

Yet in those walls there hearde hath been ful ofìe 
By nyghte or daie the sounde of jollitie ,* 

But if in studie-houres, ah ! then righte softe 
Some tutor ryseth up ere wighte can see, 

And stoppeth noyse of mirthe or minstrelsie, 

And sendeth eache to hys own habitance; 

Thus endeth often manye a youthful spree. 

Helps not that they complayn of this usaunce, 

For lawes must be enforced; ne left to ydle chaunce. 
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Ne noyse alone of merriment was hearde. 

There met the eare ofttimes straunge mingled soundes, 
Not like the liquid notes of woodlande byrde ; 

More like a packe, methinks, of hungrye houndes, 
Yelping a chorus ere they slippe their boundes; 

Fyddels ycrackt and huskie flutes were there, 

Such discorde as the very aire astoundes! 

Tnat man must praye for deafnesse who would beare 
The chaos straunge and loude that filleth al the aire. 

But who can saye with what unfeigned glee 

Eache hearte beate loude when dinner-houre dyd come, 

Then like the rysinge billowes of the sea 

Those younkers burste from everye tedious roome. 

Not sweeter to the peasaunt is hys home, 

Hys wyfe and chyldren after travel longe, 

Ne to the Rabbi is hys sacred tome, 

Ne to the babblynge foole hys own deare tonge, 

Than is this dinner-bel to these same lerners yonge. 

Anon they eate and callen out for more, 

Which to their nosethyrls, smels with savoure sweete, 
Whyle servaunts brynge them through the kytchen-door 
Potatoes hotte, and sauce, and sodden meate, 

Which, as they licken ofte their chappes, they eate, 
Then loudlie call againe for thys or that: 

I wot not why they dye not of surfeite, 

So much they gobbel up, both leane and fatte; 

So faste their jawes do goe, small tyme is there for 
chatte. 
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O, then to lounge beneathe the spreadyng trees, 

Where al daie long the blythe byrds singen sweete, 
There lysten to the syghing of the breeze, 

There byd the echoes manie a note repeate, 

Whyles al arounde the skie waxe warme with heate, 
And lyttel flies dyd hum a drowsie song. 

And some, mosqiiitoes highte, dyd byte our feete, 
Suckyng the bloode, with tube instead of tong, 

Whenas we brushed them off, so much the more they 
stung. 

Sometymes we wandered by a sylvan streame, 

That made soft murmurings on a sumraer’s daie, 

Along its bankes how often dyd we dreame, 

And see its darke greene waters glyde aw r aye, 

Kyssing the flowers which to their brinke dyd straie. 
There, too, huge scarped rockes dyd hie appeare, 

And from the sunne dyd shelter it alwaie; 

Here as we sometymes strayed, wel mote we heare 
Sweet sounde of distant bel, or mil-wheel plashyng neare. 

Alack, to change this scene it grieves me sore; 

To tel of fences clombe and plundered trees, 

How one devoured fruits enow for four, 

And each dyd such purloyn as dyd him please. 

Àì this was done, perdie, vvith impish ease; 

Smal grypes dyd conscience give, those tymes I trow. 
But ah ! how harde when much replete with these, 

To bend againe o’er bookes with clouded browe. 

No tyme was that for us to lern the Why and Howe. 
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O College Lyfe! though manye a payne, I ween, 
Each lazie youthe must needs have oft yfelte, 

Still hast thou pleasaunce rare which few have seen 
Of them who ne’er at lernynge’s shryne have knelt. 
Thou art the sweetest lyfe was ever dealte 
To man, from happie starres in heaven that ben; 
Starres, ever bryghte ! sweet starres that thus do melt 
With your softe rayes the destynies of men, 

How lyttel of your wondrous influence do we ken! 

1834 . 
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PAHT I 

A vision o’er my soul hath swept, 

A dream of light; ’twas music part, 
And part it was my happy heart 
Made music as I slept 

I cannot paint that glorious dream, 
Words are such cold and lifeless things; 
Of all the life and light it brings, 

I can but give a gleam. 

I wandered with a calm surprise 
Half on the earth, and half in air, 

And sometimes I went gliding where 
The ocean meets the skies. 

0, it was sweet to roam away! 

No cumbrous limbs to clog the motion, 
As through the fields, the air, the ocean, 
I could not choose but stray. 
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Asleep in body, but awake 
In soul to all things bright and dear, 

My fancies wandered far and near, 

Nor would my slumbers break. 

There seemed a ceaseless harmony, 
Which sounding every where I went 
Came ringing through the firmament, 

Or from the pathless sea; 

Or sometimes from the lonely woods, 

Or from the high o’er-watching stars, 

For silence now had burst her bars 
Through Nature’s solitudes. 

And then I knew that music is 
The native tongue of none but Gladness, 
That Silence weds herself to Sadness, 
Who hath no harmonies. 

And still I roamed with lightsome heart, 
And from the tones so intermingled, 
Swift-gathering Fancy ever singled 
One voice from every part. 

And first I heard the mighty ocean 
Go thundering to his empire bounds; 

A voice of many blended sounds 
In sad and wild commotion. 
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The mad waves roared in spray-fire flame, 
The white storm-bird flew screaming by; 

But sweetly from the listening sky 
The softened echoes came. 

All mingled in one giant tone, 

Till stunned by the loud ocean band, 

I turned away—’twas sad to stand 
On that dark shore alone. 

But to the stars my face I turned, 

And strange as it may seem, methought 
My ears a slow faint anthem caught 
From the calm orbs that burned 

Amid the dark blue firmament: 

There hung the seven-stringed lyre* on high, 
But a reckless comet came rushing by, 

And swept it as he went; 

And there came a troubled music out, 

And yet it jarred not on the ear, 

For the circling choir rang sweet and clear 
As their first morning shout. 

I wandered still and heard it come; 

It fell with the meek starlight down, 

And not a thunder voice or frown 
Passed o’er the glittering dome: 

And yield the lyre of heaven, another string.”—C ampbeuu 
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Till by the border of a wood, 

While silver moonlight edged the trees 
Where a thousand birds rocked by the breeze 
Were sleeping, soon I stood. 

A sofl and swelling music crept 
As from some mighty wind-harp strings, 

Too soft to wake the myriad things 
That mid the branches slept. 

The winds were sifting through the pines ; 
’Twas sweet yet sad to hear them moan: 

Ah ! then I felt I was all alone 
By Nature’s holiest shrines. 

And deep amid the o’er-arching trees 
A low-toned waterfall was gushing; 

Unseen, beneath, a stream went rushing 
And mingling with the breeze. 

A musing spirit o’er me passed, 

And Memory took me to the day 
When in the woodlands, far away, 

I thus stood listening last. 
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PART E. 

Sudden a light flashed on my dream, 
The pensive tones of night were gone, 
And I was by a dewy lawn 

Lit by the sun’s first beam. 

A wandering voice went twittering by, 
It seemed a meadow-bird of spring; 

It came, on gay and glancing wing 

Fast leaping through the sky. 

It bore me back to childhoc :"s hours, 
And I was in the fields again, 

And by the stream and in the glen 

Hunting the wild wood flowers. 

It did not seem so very strange, 

And vet I felt myself a child, 

As gay, as thoughtless and as wild, 

As when I knew no change. 

And then came tinkling on my ear, 

As if to strengthen all this spell, 

The grazing herd’s low meadow-bell: 

O, it was sweet to hear ! 
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And I was young—my heart was light; 
The stream of years was backward rolled; 
How could I feel that I’d grown old, 

When Memory was so bright ? 

I wandered, drinking in the sound: 
There is no music like to this 
That floats within a dream of bliss, 

When night is all around. 

Through all my night there was a morn, 
A little fairy morning beaming, 

Like sunlight through a forest streaming 
On one who walks forlorn. 

And all along, where’er I wandered, 

The sweet mysterious music played ; 

’Twas part around me, partly made 
Within me, as I pondered. 

And part of it a mingled feeling 
Made up of joy and harmony, 

A presence that brought light to me, 

A hidden self revealing. 

The sea, the stars, the winds, the trees, 
The stream, the waterfall, the dell, 

The bird, the flowers, the meadow-bell,— 

I felt that all of these 
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THE MUSIC OF NATURE. 

Were but the symbols of a soul 
Alive with hope or memory; 

The mind’s immortal harmony 
That through its chambers stole. 

And to the spirit’s listening ear, 
Whilst slept the limbs and senses all, 
Made every thing seem musical; 

How could I cease to hear ? 

And thus it may be, when this frame 
Is laid asleep in death at last; 

The soul no longer overcast, 

To Him from whom it came, 

Shall brighten upward and be free, 
And roam amid the chiming spheres, 
And feel within , while thus it hears, 
Eternal Harmony. 

We brought it with us here below,— 
Within, without, we feel it ever; 

Why should it not, as now, for ever 
Through an Hereafter go! 

For music, I must think, was given 
To be of higher life a token, 

The language by the angels spoken, 
The native tongue of heaven! 


Richmond, Va. June, 1836. 
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(&l]e SouUJlotoer. 

I dreamed of a Flower that bloomed in the ocean, 

Far down—all alone, 

So deep, there was not a sound or motion, 

Nor a sea-beast’s ear to catch the groan 
Of the upper sea in its strife. 

The green waves were noiseless and harmless as sleep, 
And a dim light struggled to pierce the deep, 

But all was cold and shadowless, 

And all was void and motionless, 

For here there was no life, 

Saving of this Dne flower. 

O ’twas a starlike thing, 

A vision of calm, undying power; 

Bell-like and deep, like an urn of pearl, 

With anthers all golden and glittering, 

And slowly ils petals of white did unfurl; 

A marble flower, yet living and growing; 

Sweet and pure as a seraph’s dream. 

O dim are the diamond and ruby’s gleam, 

And the myriad gems that are glowing, 

When I think on the light of this lonely flower, 
Far down in its silent and dim sea-bower. 
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The storms of the upper waves raged on, 

But here was no tempest or noise to dread; 

Huge wrecks and bodies of men came down, 

But they hung drifting far over head, 

They sank not down to the sacred bower 
Where bloomed the peaceful ocean-flower. 

The sea-snake and whale in their giant race, 

Were lost when they sought for this lonely place, 

And ali the bright-coloured things that gleam 
And dart through the deep, were like meteors that stream 
Through a summer sky; while the sea-stars shone, 
Some in clusters, and some alone, 

Whose far off twinklings feebiy sent 
A light through the vast dim element. 

And I know whenever this dream comes back, 

That there is a flower like this, on earth; 

It hath not here its place of birth, 

And seldom may we track 

The path that leads to the inner shrine 
Where its glories spread and shine. 

Yet ye need not roam from star to star: 

Ye need not seek this flower afar; 

It bloorns deep down in the human heart; 

It hath no peer in the pride of art, 

It blooms in the breast of the wise and pure, 

But withers a sinful heart within, 

For its amaranth beauty cannot endure 
The blighting atmosphere of sin. 
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O holy and beautiful Spirit-Flower! 

Thou art no dream of an idle hour! 

Immortal as the Primal Beam— 

Too true, too lovely for a dream. 

Wouldst thou know what this beauty is? 

Wouldst thou give all to have but this? 

Wouldst thou know how and for what to live? 
Wouldst thou garner what worlds cannot give? 

Then guard thine own heart: in its fathomless deeps 
The swelling bud of that flower sleeps. 

Watch, lest it sleep till it wilher away! 

Watch, till it opens and blooms to the day! 


September, 1836. 
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O melancholy winter Wind, that makest moan 
So sad, so sad and low 

Through the still midnight, while the sleeping snow 
Lies like a death-trance, underneath the moon ! 

O Wind, that moanest that dull steady tune, 

Like some deep organ-pipe, left all alone, 

By sweetest seraphs left, 

Of sacred melody berefì, 

And given to the wild fiends of the air, 

To blow what mad discordant tones they list,— 

O Wind, wild as some phantom of the mist, 

That sweeps with hollow groan the hill-side bare! 

I hear, I hear thy sullen steady moan, 

As here I sit alone. 

Strange thoughts, strange feelings come and sit by me, 
And look into their mirror, fantasy; 

Mysteries like thyself, slrange Wind, thou bringest; 
Unto the soul, as to a harp, thou singest 
Hymns of unearthly harmony. 
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Type of the Spirit to whose deeps 
Thou with thy deep dost call! 

Of that great mystery that nevei sleeps, 

Within the breast of all, 

O Wind, whether thou blowest sad and wild, 

Or gently breathest with glad tones and mild, 

When in the moonlit leaves the sleeping bird 
By thy bland touch is stirred; 

Whether thou ravest mid the forests bare, 

Or bringest odours rare 

From the sweet fields that load the warm spring air: 
Thou art a shadow of the soul of man: 

Now calm, now full of joy, now frantic glee, 

And wild as wild can be; 

Now breathing fragrance to sweet heaven, how glad! 
Anon with whirlwind fury mad, 

And often full of murmurs dull and sad, 

And hearing but its own strange harmony, 

As now, O melancholy wind, I hear no sound but thee. 

St. Louis, Jan. 1837. 
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I stood within a vision’s spell; 

I saw, I heard. The liquid thunder 
Went pouring to its foaming hell, 

And it fell, 

Ever, ever fell 

Into the invisible abyss that opened under. 

I stood upon a speck of ground; 

Before me fell a stormy ocean. 

I was like a captive bound; 

And around 
A universe of sound 

Troubled the heavens with ever-quivering motion. 

Down, down for ever,—down, down for ever, 
Something falling, falling, falling, 

Up, up for ever—up, up for ever, 

Resting never, 

Boiling up for ever, 

Steam-clouds shot up with thunder-bursts appalhng. 
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A tone that since the birth of man, 

Was never for a moment broken, 

A word that since the world began, 

And waters ran 

Hath spoken still to man,— 

Of God and of Eternity hath spoken. 

Foam-clouds there for ever rise 
With a restless roar o’erboiling— 

Rainbows stooping from the skies 
Charm the eyes, 

Beautiful they rise, 

Cheering the cataracts to their mighty toiling. 

And in that vision as it passed, 

Was gathered terror, beauty, power : 

And still when all has fled, too fast, 

And I at last 

Dream of the dreamy past, 

My heart is full when lingering on that hour. 


Oct. 1838 . 
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(fto a Cjnmmtng Birìt. 

Tell us, tell us whence thou comest, 

Little thing of the rainhow wing; 

Tell us if thou always hummest: 

If thou canst not sing. 

Tell us when thou fell’st in love 
With the honey-suckle flower, 

That thou comest every eve 
To her fragrant bower. 

Or art thou her guardian sprite, 

Ever hearkening to her sigh, 

And robed so bright with coloured light, 
Droppest from the sky ? 

Take me to thy hidden nest 
In the far off realm of Faery, 

Where thou sinkest to thy rest 
When thy wings are weary. 

When a boy I oflen dreamed, 

Wondering what thou wast and whence, 

For thy quivering winglets seemed 
Scarce like things of sense. 
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Darting here and darting there, 

Now half-buried in a flower, 

Now away, and none knew where, 

By some mysterious power. 

When the rosy twilight came 
Softly down the slumbering sky, 

Thy emerald wing and throat of flame 
Flashed before my eye. 

Round the lattice and the porch, 

Ere the dew began to fall, 

Kissing all the bashful buds 
Clambering up the wall. 

But like a suspected lover, 

Darting otf into the sky, 

Ere we could with truth discover 
Half thy brilliancy. 

I’ll not blame thee, little thing, 

That thou wast then a mystery, 

When life and thought were in their spring, 
And fancy wandered free. 

For I was like thee, gentle bird, 

As wild and gay, as strange and shy, 
And all my hours were with the flowers, 
Beneath a summer sky. 
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But now that I’ve become a maa, 

I’d have thee come and tell to me, 

If the boyish dreams are true 
I have had of thee. 

Tell me why and whence thou comest, 
On thy little rainbow wing ; 

Why unto the flowers thou hummest, 

And dost never sing. 

But I hear a sober spirit 
Talking as unto a child ; 

I must leave my bird and listen 
To its accents mild. 

Question not all things thou seest; 

Things there are thou canst not know, 

Learn from thy own dreams of childhood 
Not too far to go. 

Thou canst seìdom track the spirit, 
Whence or how or why it is; 

In its unseen deeps for ever 
Are there mysteries. 

Be content to see—and seeing, 

On the threshold pause and bow 

To the great all-loving Being 
With an humble brow! 
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That joyous straÌD 
Wake, wake again! 

O’er the dead stillness of my soul it lingers. 

Ring out, ring out 
The music-shout! 

I hear the sounding of thy flying fingers, 

And to my soul the harmony 
Comes like a freshening sea. 

Again, again! 

Farewell, dull pain, 

Thou heartache, rise not while those harpstrings quiver! 
Sad feelings, hence! 

I feel a sense 

Of a new life come like a rushing river, 

Freshening the fountains parched and dry, 
That in my spirit lie. 

That glorious strain! 

O, from my brain 
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I see the shadows flitting lilce scared ghosts! 

A light, a light 
Shines in to-night, 

O’er the good angels trooping to their posts,— 

And the black cloud is rent in twain 
Before the ascending strain. 

It dies away,— 

It would not stay,— 

So sweet, so fleeting; yet to me it spake 
Strange peace of mind 
I could not find, 

Before that lofty strain the silence brake. 

So let it ever come to me 
With an undying harmony. 


1838. 
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Child of the sunlight, 
Flower of the skies, 
Blooming in petals 
Of heavenly dyes; 

Springing and growing 
In thy garden of mist, 
Where the sun hath so often 
The thunder-cloud kissed. 

Beautiful flower! 

So broad and so round, 
North and South touching, 
Half underground; 

Dark in the middle, 

But on thy border 
Seven bright colours 
Ranked in their order! 


602 


34 


THE RAINBOW. 

The clouds are all weeping, 
But ere the sun sets, 

He flings them this flower 
To chase their regrets; 

And soon shall their tear-drops 
Be dry for the day, 

For they’ll take up the flower, 
And bear it away. 

Still thou art blooming, 

Flower of the skies; 

Brighter are growing 
Thy heavenly dyes, 

In the dark halls of thunder, 
Outspreading, alone, 

Thou reignest o’er cloud-land, 
The heavens are thy own. 

Queen of the meteors, 

Child of the shower, 

I hail thee—1*11 name thee 
Heaven’s sun-flower! 

Alas, thou art fading, 

Thou’rt withering away! 

Dark disc and bright petal, 
They droop with the day. 
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TFE RAINBOW. 

The sun, in whose glory 
Thou wast born in the sky, 
Hath gone in the west, 

And left thee to die. 

But hung in the rain-drops 
ril see thee again, 

When the sunset smiles out 
On the clouds and the rain! 
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I went to bed with Shakspeare’s flowing numbers 
Within me chiming, 

As I sank slowly to my pleasant slumbers, 

My thoughts with his were rhyming. 

Out of the window I saw the moonlight shadows 
Go creeping slow; 

The sheeted roofs of snow,—the broad white meadows 
Lay silently below. 

A few keen stars were kindly winking through 
The frost-dimmed panes, 

And dreaming Chanticleer woke up and crew 
Far o’er the desolate plains. 

But soon into the void abyss of sleep 
My mind did swoon; 

I saw no more the broad house-shadows creep 
Beneath the silent moon. 

I woke; the morning sun was mounting slowly 
O’er the live earth :— 

Say, fancy, why the shade of melancholy 
Which then in me took birth ? 
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Why does the night give to the spirit wings, 

Which day denies ? 

Ah, why this tyranny of outward things 
When brightest shine the skies ? 

My soul is like the flower that blooms by night, 

And droops by day; 

Yet may its fruit expand, though in the light 
Night-blossoms drop away. 

The visions thus in dreamy stillness cherished, 

Like dreams may fly; 

But day’s great acts, o’er thoughts that nightly perished, 
May ripen, not to die. 


Jan. 2d, 1839. 
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Non est ad astra mollis è terris via.—S cneca. 


He that would earn the Poet’s sacred name, 

Must write for future as for present ages; 

Must learn to scorn the wreath of vulgar fame, 

And bear to see cold critics o’er the pages 
His burning brain hath wrought, wreak wantonly 
Their dull and crabbed spite, or trifling mockery. 

He must not fret his heart that men will turn 

From the deep wealth his soul hath freely given; 

He must not marvel that their spirits burn 

With fire so dim and cold. The God of Heaven 
Who hung the golden stars in loftiest sky, 

Hath o’er all spirits set the Poet’s heart on high. 

Star-like and high, his task and glorious sphere 
Is to shine on in love and light unborrowed, 

Yet looking down, to hold all nature dear, 

And where a heart hath deeply joyed or sorrowed, 
To gather to itself all images 

Of mind, and heart and passion, and to breathe life 
through these; 
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And in this Iife burning through all his words, 

And glancing back so strangely on man’s soul 

The image of himself, the bard records 

The power which lifts all nature, till the whole 
Swims in the spirit of beauty, and the breath 
Of earthly things is murmuring life untouched by death. 

Thus hovering, bee-winged, over every flower, 

And gathering all the nectar from its bosom, 

And e’en midst broken hearts, in grief’s dark hour, 
Stealing a sweetness from the poison blossom, 

He garners up the honey of his thought, 

And yields unto the world whate’er his soul hath wrought. 

His is the task to clothe the dull and common 
In the rich garb of ever-living youth ; 

And o’er the soul of child, or man, or woman, 

And o’er the countenance of daily truth, 

And o’er Creation’s face to spread the light 
Of beauty, as it shines in God’s eternal sight. 

He may not stoop to pander to the herd 
Of fickle tastes and morbid appetites; 

He hath upon his lips a holy word, 

And he must heed not if it cheers or blights, 

So it be Truth, and the deep earnest fire 

Of no dull earthward thought, nor any base desire. 

His path is through all nature like the sun; 

From world to world, like a recording spirit; 


608 


40 THE POET. 

And with all shapes and hues his heart is one; 

And if a bird but sing, his ear must hear it, 

And the coarse, scentless flower is as a brother, 

And the green turf the gentle bosom of a mother. 

And these he loves;—and with all these the heart 
Of frail humanity, which like a tremulous harp 

Hung in the winds, not oft from storms apart, 

Sobs or rejoices; and when tempests sharp 
Sweep the tense strings, a “ sweet sad music” hears, 
Where others list no voice, nor heed the dropping tears. 

Who scorns the Poet’s art, deserves the scorn 

Which he wouìd heap on others’ heads; that man 

Knows not the sacred gift and calling born 
Within the Poet’s soul when life began:— 

Knows not that he must speak, and not for fame, 

But that his heart would wither else within its flame. 

Time’s wreaths await him : far in future ages, 

Twined in their amaranth beauty they are shining, 

And blessings raìned upon his fragrant pages, 

And tears from kindred hearts, quenching repining 
With a warm sympathy, and smiles of joy 
Embalm a sacred life which Time cannot destroy. 


Oct. 1838. 
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(Horrcsponùmccs. 

All things in nature are beautiful types to the soul that 
can read them; 

Nothing exists upon earth, but for unspeakable ends, 

Every object that speaks to the senses was meant for the 
spirit; 

Nature is but a scroll; God’s handwriting thereon. 

Ages ago when man was pure, ere the flood overwhelmed 
him, 

While in the image of God every soul yet lived, 

Every thing stood as a letter or word of a language fa- 
miliar, 

Telling of truths which now only the angels can read. 

Lost to man was the key of those sacred hieroglyphics, 

Stolen away by sin, till by heaven restored. 

Now with infinite pains we here and there spell out a 
letter, 

Here and there will the sense feebly shine through the 
dark. 

When we perceive the Iight that breaks through the 
visible symbol, 

What exultation is ours ! We the discovery have made ! 

Yet is the meaning the same as when Adam lived sin- 
less in Eden, 

Only long hidden it sìept, and now again is revealed. 

Man unconsciously uses figures of speech every mo- 
ment, 
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CORRESPONDENCES. 


Little dreaming the cause why to such terms he is prone, 

Little dreaming that every thing here has its own corre* 
spondence 

Folded within its form, as in the body the soul. 

Gleams of the mystery fall on us still, though much is 
forgotten, 

And through our commonest speech, illumine the path 
of our thoughts. 

Thus doth the ìordly sun shine forth a type of the God- 
head; 

Wisdom and love the beams that stream on a darkened 
world. 

Thus do the sparkling waters flow, giving joy to the de- 
sert, 

And the fountain of life opens itself to the thirst. 

Thus doth the word of God distil Iike the rain and the 
dew-drops; 

Thus doth the warm wind breathe like to the Spirit of 
God; 

And the green grass and the flowers are signs of the 
regeneration. 

O thou Spirit of Truth, visit our minds once more, 

Give us to read in letters of light the language celestial 

Written all over the earth, written all over the sky— 

Thus may we bring our hearts once more to know our 
Creator, 

Seeing in all things around, typcs of the Infinite Mind. 

March, 1839. 
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See how the black cloud comes sweeping along on its 
terrible pinions; 

Nearer and wider it grows, darkening the blue of the 
sky! 

See up the road how the wind with the dust comes 
sweeping and whirling, 

Tossing the tops of the trees, tearing the leaves from 
their boughs! 

Now it comes slamming the shutters and clattering off 
with the shingles, 

Howling all round the house, screaming to enter the 
door. 

Now do the men all hasten their steps each one to his 
dwelling; 

Servants are bustling about, barring the windows and 
doors. 

Women look anxiously out, vvhile their delicate bosoms 
are beating, 

Watching the gaps of the clouds, waiting their hus- 
bands’ return, 

While with dull stare o’er the plain go moving the in- 
dolent cattle, 

Seeking the dangerous tree standing alone in the field. 
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Darker and darker it grows; the clouds like rent cur- 
tains are hanging,— 

Sharp is the lightning flash, keen as a scimetar blade. 

Rattling, bellowing, booming along rolls the terrible 
thunder; 

Children look timidly up to see where its dwelling may 
be; 

I once looked up as they do, to see where the thunder 
was going, 

But there was nothing above, save the continuous clouds. 

Again there’s a flash,—a start,—a pause,—and the ar- 
mies of heaven 

Seem to be rolling afield, trampling the clouds as a floor! 

Now comes the rush of the rain; like mist in the wind 
it is sweeping; 

Large come the pattering drops, washing the panes of 
the glass; 

Now come the rattling hailstones, pelting the shelterless 
roses, 

Speckling the summer grass, showering crystals abroad, 

A present from winter to summer, a message to tell her 
he’s coming. 

But the storm ceases at length ; windows fly open again. 

Rolls away in the distance the muttering moan of the 
thunder, 

Through the rifls of the clouds peeps the blue of the sky, 

Warm and broad o’er the earth the slant sun gaily is 
smiling, 

While the bright bow in the east gives us the promise 
of peace. 
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Weeks and months have rolled along 
Like the surges of the sea, 

Thoughts and feelings sweet and deep 
Have been guests with me; 

But my heart hath only sung 
Hidden melody. 

By the spreading wing of thought 
Poet-dreams lay shaded; 

As the flower-buds in the dawn, 

Ere the stars have faded, 

Till refreshed they rise again, 

Pure and undegraded. 

Covered by the veil of Truth, 

Beauty in my soul but slept: 

She hath woke at times and seen 
The guard her sister kept; 

Still she murmured in her dreams, 
Still she smiled or wept. 
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BEAUTY AND TRUTH. 

Many a lay I lefl unsung, 

Or but sung where none may hear, 

In the bowers far within, 

To the spirit’s ear ; 

Thoughts and words but tell thee half 
Of the secrets there ; 

Of the memories of the past, 

Of the world that round thee lies, 

Of that flowery wilderness 
Where thy dreams arise 

Night and day, and wing their way 
To their native skies ; 

These, and all the thousand hues 
Which thy inner life assumes, 

From the flashes of its joys 
To its deepest glooms, 

Are a world of mystery 
No vulgar light illumes. 

Wonder not then that my lyre 

Hung by me with slackened strings ; 

0, it was too weak to bear 

Thought’s fresh sweeping wings; 

Yet within there long have been. 
Cherished, hidden things. 

Beauty is a blossom rare; 

We may smell it on the tree, 
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But if we should pluck it thence, 

We no fruit should see; 

Beauty is the blossom sweet, 

Truth the fruit, to me. 

Thou, sweet Poesy, hast given 
Many a thought of rarest worth, 
Though thy spring-like flush should fade 
Dropping to the earth, 

Truth like autumn-fruit shall come 
With a second birth. 

Oct. 1839. 
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Arctic fount of holiest light, 
Springing through the winter night, 
Spreading far behind yon hill, 

When the earth lies dark and still, 
Rippling o’er the stars, as streams 
O’er pebbled beds in sunny gleams; 

O for names, thou vision fair, 

To express thy splendours rare! 

Blush upon the cheek of night, 
Posthumous, unearthly light, 

Dreara of the deep sunken sun, 
Beautiful, sleep-walking one, 

SÌster of the moonlight pale, 
Slar-obscuring meteor veil, 

Spread by heaven’s watching vestals; 
Sender of the gleamy crystals 
Darting on their arrowy course 
From their glittering polar source, 
Upward where the air doth freeze 
Round the sister Pleiades;— 

Beautiful and rare Aurora, 

In the heavens thou art their Flora, 
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Night-blooming Cereus of the sky, 
Rose of amaranthine dye, 

Hyacinth of purple light, 

Or their Lily clad in white! 

Who can name thy wondrous essence, 
Thou electric phosphorescence ? 
Lonely apparition fire! 

Seeker of the starry choir! 

Restless roamer of the sky, 

Who hath won thy mystery ? 

Mortal science hath not ran 
With thee through the Empyrean, 
Where the constellations cluster 
Flower-like on thy branching lustre. 

After all the glare and toil, 

And the daylight’s fretful coil, 

Thou dost come so mild and still, 
Hearts with love and peace to fill; 

As when after revelry 
With a talking company, 

Where the blaze of many lights 
Fell on fools and parasites, 

One by one the guests have gone, 

And we find ourselves alone; 

Only one sweet maiden near, 

With a sweet voice low and clear, 
Whispering music in our ear,— 

So thou talkest to the earth 
After daylight’s weary mirth. 


618 


50 TO THE AURORA BOREALIS. 

Is not human fantasy, 

Wild Aurora, likest thee, 

Blossoming in nightly dreams, 

Like thy shifting meteor-gleams ? 

But a better type thou art 
Of the strivings of the heart, 
Reaching upward from the earth 
To the Soul that gave it birth. 

When the noiseless beck of night 
Summons out the inner light 
That hath hid its purer ray 
Through the lapses of the day— 
Then like thee, thou Northern Morn, 
Instincts which we deemed unborn, 
Gushing from their hidden source 
Mount upon their heavenward course 
And the spirit seeks to be 
Filled with God’s eternity. 

Jan. 1840. 
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Thought is deeper than all speech, 
Feeling deeper than a’i thought; 
Souls to souls can never teach 
What unto themselves was taught. 

We are spirits clad in veils; 

Man by man was never seen; 

All our deep communing fails 
To remove the shadowy screen. 

Heart to heart was never known; 

Mind with mind did never meet; 
We are columns left alone, 

Of a temple once complete. 

Like the stars that gem the sky, 

Far apart, though seeming near, 
In our light we scattered lie ; 

All is thus but starlight here. 

What is social company 

But a babbling summer stream ? 
What our wise philosophy 
But the glancing of a dream ? 
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Only when the sun of love 

Melts the scattered stars of thought; 

Only when we live above 

What the dim-eyed world hath taught; 

Only when our souls are fed 

By the Fount which gave them birth, 

And by inspiration led, 

Which they never drew from earth, 

We like parted drops of rain 
Swelling till they meet and run, 

Shall be all absorbed again, 

Melting, flowing into one. 


Feb. 1840. 
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Yes, it is the queenly moon 
Walking through her starred saloon, 
Silvering all she looks upon: 

I am her Endymion; 

For by night she comes to me,— 

0,1 love her wondrously. 

She into my window looks, 

As I sit with lamp and books, 

And the night-breeze stirs the leaves, 
And the dew drips down the eaves; 
O’er my shoulder peepeth she, 

O, she loves me royally! 

Then she tells me many a tale, 

With her smile, so sheeny pale, 

Till my soul is overcast 

With such dream-light of the past, 

That I saddened needs must be, 

And I love her mournfuljy. 
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Oft I gaze up in her eyes, 

Raying light through winter skies; 
Far away she saileth on; 

I am no Endymion; 

O, she is too bright for me, 

And I love her hopelessly ! 

Now she comes to me again, 

And we mingle joy and pain, 

Now she walks no more afar, 
Regal, with train-bearing star, 

But she bends and kisses me— 

O, we love now mutually! 

July, 1840. 
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Many are the thoughts that come lo me 
In my lonely musing, 

And they drift so bright and swifl, 
There’s no time for choosing 
Which to foilow, for to leave 
Any, seems a losing. 

When they come, they come in flocks, 
As, on glancing feather, 

Startled birds rise one by one 
In autumnal weather, 

Waking one another up 

From the sheltering heather. 

Some so merry that I laugh, 

Some again are serious; 

Some so dull, their least approach 
Is enough to weary us ; 

Others flit like sheeted ghosts, 

Awful and mysterious. 
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There are thoughts that o’er me steal 
Like the day when dawning; 

Great thoughts winged with melody, 
Common utterance scorning, 

Moving to an inward tune, 

And an inward morning. 

Some have dark and drooping wings, 
Children all of sorrow ; 

Some are as gay as if to-day 

Could see no cloudy morrow, 

And yet like light and shade they each 
Must from the other borrow. 

One by one they spread their wings 
On their destined mission; 

One by one I see them fade 
With no hopeless vision, 

For they’ve led me on a step 
To their home Elysian. 


Aug. 1840. 
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Ye bards, ye prophets, ye sages, 

Read to me if ye can, 

That which hath been the riddle of ages, 

Read me the riddle of Man. 

Then came the bard with his lyre, 

And the sage with his pen and scroll, 

And the prophet with his eye of fire, 

To unriddle a human soul. 

But the soul stood up in its might; 

Its slature they could not scan; 

And it rayed out a dazzling mystic light, 

And shamed their wisest plan. 

Yet sweetly the bard did sing, 

And learnedly talked the sage, 

And the seer flashed by with his lightning wing, 
Soaring beyond his age. 
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Of life-fire snatched from Jove; 

Of a forfeited age of gold; 

Of providence and deathless love 
The chaunting minstrel told. 

The sage of wisdom spoke, 

Of doctrines, books and schools, 

And how when they broke from learning’s yoke, 
All men were turned to fools. 

And the prophet told of heaven, 

And the golden age to come— 

“ Ye must follow the sun through the gates of even, 
And he will lead you home.” 

Many a dream they saw, 

And many a creed did build, 

Each in its turn was truth and law, 

While they who sought were filied. 

But the soul stood up still freed 
From the prison of each plan; 

He was a riddle they could not read, 

This simple-seeming Man. 

He stood in his mysterv still, 

Of ever-changing light; 

Many, yet one, he baffled their skill, 

And put their dreams to flight. 
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His feet on the earth were planted, 

His head o’er the stars rose dim, 

And ever unto himself he chaunted 
A half-articulate hymn. 

In words confused and broken 
He chaunted his mystic dream ; 

And but half of the half his lips had spoken, 
Floated on time’s dull stream. 

They who heard of the song which he 
Sang on from time to time, 

Gave it the name Philosophy, 

And echoed the olden rhyme. 

But their systems all are vain, 

And the o’erflowing soul 

Sweeps lyre and song to the dark inane, 

And blots the old sage’s scroll. 

And Man the great riddle is still 
Unread to the dreamer’s eye— 

We are ever afloat, as we ply our skill 
On the sea of mystery. 
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The word unto tbe nations came, 

And shone o’er many a darkened spot, 

The pure white lustre of the flame 
The darkness comprehended not; 

Till broken into coloured light 
Within the prism of the mind, 

It traced upon the murky night 
A rainbow-arch with hues defined. 

And where the narrowed sunbeams turned 
To colours all distinct, yet blended; 

Thoughts glanced and struggling instincts yearned, 
The darkness dimly comprehended. 

When shall the pure ethereal fire 
Glow with a white interior heatt 

When shall the truth of God inspire 
The shaping soul with light complete ? 

Never, until a second youlh 

Renews the world—then may we see 

The Primal Light—the unbroken Truth, 

And gather life eternally! 

Sept. 1840. 
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Amid the watches of the windy night, 

A poet sat and listened to the flow 

Of his own changeful thoughts—until there passed 

A vision by him, murmuring as it moved, 

A wild and mystic lay, to which his thoughts 
And pen kept time—and thus the measure ran: 

All is but as it seems; 

The round green earth 
With river and glen; 

The din and the mirth 
Of the busy, busy men; 

The world’s great fever 
Throbbing for ever; 

The creed of the sage, 

The hope of the age, 

All things we cherish, 

All that live and all that perish, 

These are but inner dreams. 
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The great world goeth on 
To thy dreaming; 

To thee alone 

Hearts are making their moan 
Eyes are streaming. 

Thine is the white moon turning night to day, 
Thine is the dark wood sleeping in her ray; 
Thee the winter chills, 

Thee the springtime thrills, 

AU things nod to thee, 

All things come to see 
If thou art dreaming on; 

If thy dream should break, 

And thou shouldst awake, 

All things would be gone. 

Nothing is, if thou art not. 

From thee as from a root 
The blossoming stars upshoot, 

The flower-cups drink the rain: 

Joy and grief and weary pain 
Spring alofì. from thee, 

And toss their branches free; 

Thou art under, over all; 

Thou dost hold and cover all; 

Thou art Atlas—-thou art Jove. 

The mightiest truth 
Hath all its youth 
From thy enveloping thought— 

Thy thought itself lay in thy earliest love. 
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Nature keeps time to thee 
With voice unbroken; 

Still doth she rhyme to thee 
When thou hast spoken. 

When the sun shines to thee, 

’Tis thy own joy 

Opening mines to thee 
Nought can destroy. 

When the blast moans to thee 
Still doth the wind 

Echo the tones to thee 
0f thy own mind; 

Laughter but saddens thee 
When thou art sad; 

Least things will gladden thee 
When thou art glad. 

Life is not life to thee 
But as thou livest; 

Labour is strife to thee 
When thou least strivest. 

More did the Spirit sing, and made the night 
Most musical with inward melodies, 

But vanished soon and left the listening bard 
Wrapt in unearthly silence, till the morn 
Reared up the screen that shuts the spirit world 
From loftiest poet and from wisest sage. 
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The sun was shining on the busy earth; 

All men and things were moving on their way, 
The same old way which we call life; the Soul 
Shrank from the giant grasp of Time and Space: 
Yet, for it was her dreamy hour, half yielded 
To the omnipotent deìusion, and looked out 
On the broad glare of things, and felt herself 
Dwindling before the Universe. Then came 
Unto the Bard 

Another Spirit with another voice, 

And sang: 

Said he, that all but seems ? 

Said he, the world is void and lonely— 

A strange, vast crowd of dreams 
Coming to thee only ? 

And that thy feeble soul 
Hath such a strong control 
O’er sovereign space, and sovereign time, 
And all their train sublime? 

Said he, thou art the Eye 
Reflecting all that is— 

The Ear that hears, while it creates 
All sounds and harmonies— 
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The central sense that bides amid 
All shows, and turns them to realities ? 

Listen, mortal, while the sound 
Of this life intense is flowing! 

Dost thou find all things around 
Go as thou art going ? 

Dost thou dream that thou art free, 

Making, destroying all that thou dost see, 

In the unfettered might of thy souPs liberty? 

Lo, an atom troubles thee, 

One bodily fibre crushes thee, 

One little nerve shall madden thee, 

One drop of blood be death to thee. 

Art thou but a withering leaf, 

For a summer season brief 
Clinging to the tree, 

Till the winds of circumstance 
Whirling in their hourly dance 
Prove too strong; for thee? 

Art thou but a speck, a mote, 

In this system universal ? 

Art thou but a passing note 

Woven in the great Rehearsal ? 

Canst thou roll back the tide of thought, 

\nd unmake the creed of the age, 

And unteach the wisdom taught 
By the prophet and the sage ? 
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Art thou but a cloudy shadow 
Chasing o’er a meadow ? 

The great world goes on, 

Spite of thy dreaming. 

Not to thee alone 

Hearts are making their moan, 

And teardrops streaming. 

And the mighty voice of Nature 
Is thy parent, not thy creature, 

Is no pupil, but thy teacher. 

And the world would stiil move on 
Were thy soul for ever flown. 

For while thou dreamest on, enfolded 
In Nature’s wide embrace, 

All thy life is daily moulded 
By her informing grace. 

And Time and Space must reign 
And rule o’er thee for ever. 

And the Outworld lift its chain 
From off thy spirit never— 

But in the dream of thy half-waking fever 

Thou shalt be mocked with gleam and show 

Of truths thou pinest for, and yet canst never know. 

And then the Spirit fled, and left the Bard 
Still wondering—for he felt that voices twain 
Had come from different spheres with diflerent truths, 
That seemed at war, and yet agreed in one. 
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“ In a season of calm weather 
Though inland far we be, 

Our souls have sight of that immortal sea 
That brought us hither, 

Can in a moment travel thither, 

And see the children sport upon the shore, 

And hear the mighty waters rolling evermore.” 

WORDSWORTH. 

Tell me, brother, what are we ?— 
Spirits bathing in the sea 
Of Deity! 

Half afloat and half on land, 

Wishing much to leave the strand,— 
Standing, gazing with devotion, 

Yet afraid to trust the Ocean— 

Such are we. 

Wanting love and holiness 
To enjoy the wave’s caress; 

Wanting faith and heavenly hope, 
Buoyantly to bear us up ; 

Yet impalient in our dwelling, 

When we hear the ocean swelling, 
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And in every wave that rolls 
We behold the happy souls 
Peacefully, triumphantly 
Swimming on the smiling sea, 

Then we linger round the shore, 
Lovers of the earth no more. 

Once,—’twas in our infancy, 

We were drifted by this sea 
To the coast of human birth, 

To this body and this earth: 

Gentle were the hands that bore 
Our young spirits to the shore; 
Gentle lips that bade us look 
Outward from our cradle nook 
To the spirit-bearing ocean 
With such wonder and devotion, 

As each stilly Sabbath day, 

We were led a little way, 

Where we saw the waters swell 
Far away from inland dell, 

And received with grave delight 
Symbols of the Infinite :— 

Then our home was near the sea; 

“ Heaven was round our infancy 
Night and day we heard the waves 
Murmuring by us to their caves;— 
Floated in unconscious life, 

With no later doubts at strife, 
Trustful of the upholding Power 
Who sustained us hour by hour. 
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Now we’ve wandered from the shore, 
Dwellers by the sea no more ; 

Yet at times there comes a tone 
Telling of the visions flown, 

Sounding from the distant sea, 

Where we left our purity; 

Distant glimpses of the surge 
Lure us down to ocean’s verge; 

There we stand with vague distress, 
Yearning for the measureless; 

By half-wakened instincts driven, 

Half loving earth, half loving heaven, 
Fearing to put off and swim, 

Yet impelled to turn to Him 
In whose life we live and move, 

And whose very name is Love. 

Grant me courage, Holy One, 

To become indeed thy son, 

And in thee, thou Parent-Sea, 

Live and love eternally. 
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From morn till night the old man sitteth slill; 

Deep quenched in darkness lie all earthly sights; 
He hath not known since childhood swayed his will, 
The outward shows of open-eyed delights; 

But in an inner world of thought he liveth, 

A deep, pure realm of praise and lowly prayer, 
Where faith from sight no pension e’er receiveth, 

But groweth only from the All-true and Fair. 

That universal Soul who is the being, 

The reason and the hearf of men on earth, 
Shineth so broad o’er him, that though not seeing, 
He walketh where the morning hath its birth. 

He travelleth where the upper springs flow on ; 

He heareth harmonies from angel choirs; 

He seeth Uriel standing in the sun, 

He dwelleth up among the heavenly fires; 
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And yet he loveth, as we all do Iove 

To hear the restless hum of common life; 

Though rooted in the spirit-soil above, 

His leaves and flowers do bud amid the strife 

Of all this weary world, and shine more fair 
Than sympathies which have no inward root, 

Which open fast, but shrink in bleaker air, 

And dropping, Ieave behind no winter fruit. 

But here are winter fruits and blossoms too— 

Those silver hairs o’er bended shoulders curled; 

That smile—that thoughtful brow—ope to the view 
Some symbol of the old man’s inner world. 

O who would love this outer sphere of sense, 

Though steeped in joy and ruled by Beauty’s queen, 

If it were purchased at the dear expense 

Of Iosing all which souls Iike his have seen ? 

Nay, if we judged aright, this glorious AII, 

Which fills, like thought, our never-doubting eyes, 

Might with its firm-built grandeur, sink and fall 
Before one ray of Soul-realities. 
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Star after star looked glimmering down, 
As in the night he sat alone, 

And in the firmament of mind 

Thought after thought upon him shone. 

An inner sky did sometimes seem 

To show him truths of deepest worth, 
Which custom’s daylight long had dimmed, 
Or sense had clouded in their birth. 

And well he knew the world was dark, 

And few would hear what he could tell, 
And fewer still would sit with him, 

And watch that sky he loved so well. 

One solitary soul he seemed; 

And yet he knew that all might see 
The orbs that showed to him alone 
The fulness of their majesty. 

He knew that all the silent scorn 

Which now in meekness he must bear, 
Would change to worship when his ear 
No longer was a listener there; 
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And> when the cold and rugged clod 

Had pressed the brain that toiled for them, 

That on his statue men would hang 
The unavailing diadem. 

All this he felt, and yet his faith 
In uncomplaining silence kept 

With starry Truth its vigil brave, 

While all his brothers round him slept. 

They slept,—and would not wake—until 
The distant lights that fixed his gaze 

Came moving on, and spread abroad 
The glory of a noontide blaze. 

And then they started from their dreams, 

And slowly oped their leaden eyes, 

And saw the light whose splendours now 
Were darting through the morning skies. 

Then turned and sought for him whose name 
They in their sleep had mocked and cursed;' 

But he had left them long before 
The vision on their souls had burst. 

And underneath the sod he lay, 

Now all bedewed with fruitless tears, 

And they could only deck the tomb 
That told of his neglected years. 
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He breathed the air of realms enchanted, 

He bathed in seas of dreamy light, 

And seeds within his soul were planted 
That bore us flowers for use too bright 
Unless it were to stay some wandering spirit’s flight. 

With us he lived a common life, 

And wore a plain familiar name, 

And meekly dared the vulgar strife 
That to inferior spirits came— 

Yet bore a pulse within, the world could never tame. 

And skies more sofì; than Italy’s 

Their wealth of light around him spread, 

And tones were his, and only his— 

So sweetly floating o’er his head— 

None knew at what rich feast the favoured guest was fed 

They could not guess or reason why 
He chose the ways of poverty; 

They read no wisdom in his eye, 

But scorned the holy mystery 
That brooded o’er his thoughts and gave him power to see 
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But all unveiled the world of Sense 
An inner meaning had for him, 

And Beauty loved in innocence, 

Not sought in passion or in whim, 

Within a soul so pure could ne’er grow dull and dim. 

And in this vision did he toil, 

And in this Beauty lived and died.— 

And think not that he left his soil 
By no rich tillage sanctified; 

In olden times he might have been his country’s pride. 

And yet may be—though he hath gone— 

For spirits of so fine a mould 
Lose not the glory they have won; 

Their memory turns not pale and cold— 

While Love lives on, the loveìy never can grow old. 
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Kindly he did receive us where he dwelt, 

And in his smile and eye I inly felt 
The self-same povver, the influence mild and grand, 
Which o’er our kindled souls had held command, 
When to the page his mind had wrought we turned. 
But novv anew our hearts vvithin us burned, 

As side by side, vve hearkened to his talk, 

Or rambled with him in his morning vvalk. 

Unveiled he stood; and beautiful he moved 
Amid home-sympathies ;—a heart that loved 
Nature as dearly as a gentle mother, 

And man as a great spirit and a brother. 

In the clear deepening river of his thought, 

Welling in tones and vvords by nature taught; 

In the mild lustre of the long-lashcd eye, 

And round the delicatc lips, hovv artlessly 
Broke forth the intuitions of his mind. 

I listened and I looked, but could not find 
Courage or words to tell my symjtathy 
With all this deep-toncd wisdorn borne to me. 

Still less could I declare hovv, cre I knevv 
The spell his visible prcscnce o’er me threw, 

The page his inspiraii^n vvrought, had vvarmed 
Daily to life the faith vvithin me formcd 
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Of Nature’s great relationship to man; 

So far his speed of sight my own outran. 

And if I spoke, it seemed to me my thought 
Was but a pale and broken reflex caught 
From his own orb; so silently I sat 
Drinking in truth and beauty. Yet there was that 
In his serene and sympathizing smile, 

Which as I listened, lold me all the while 
That nearer intercourse might give me right 
To come within the region of his light; 

Not to be dazzled, moth-like, by his flame, 

But go as independent as I came. 

And once again within the lighted hall, 

Where Mind and Beauty gathered to his call, 

We heard him speak; upon his eye and tongue, 
Dropping their golden thoughts we mutely hung. 
Aurora shootings mixed with summer lightning; 
Meteors of truth through beauty’s sky still bright’ning; 
Phoenix-Iived things born amid stars and flashes, 

And rising rocket-winged from their own ashes; 
Pearls prodigally rained, too large and fast; 

Rich music-tones too sweet and rare to last— 

Such seemed his natural utterance as it passed. 

And yet the steadier light that shone alway, 

Looked through these meteors in their rapid play, 
And warmed around us like the sunlight mild, 

And Truth in Beauty’s robes stood by and smiled. 


Dec. 1839. 
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A little pleasant bubbling up 
From the unfathomable ocean ; 

A little glimmering from the unmeasured sun; 
A little noise, a little motion— 

Such is human speech; 

I to thee would teach 
A truth diviner, deeper 
Than this empty strife; 

For thou art the keeper 
Of the wells of life. 

Godlike Silence! I would woo thee— 

Leave behind this thoughtless clamour; 
Journey upward, upward to thee, 

Put 011 thy celestial armour. 

Let us speak no more, 

Let us be Divinities; 

Let poor mortals prate and roar; 

Know we not how small it is 
To be ever uttering, 

Babbling and muttering? 

Thou canst never tell the whole 
Of thine unmanageable Soul. 
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Deeper than thy deepest speech, 
Wiser than thy wisest thought, 
Something lies thou canst not reach, 
Never to the surface brought. 

Masses without form or malte, 
Sleeping gnomes that never wake; 
Genii bound by magic spells; 

Fairies and all miracles ; 

Shapes unclassed and wonderful, 
Huge and dire and beautiful; 
Dreams and hopes and prophecies 
Struggling lo ope their eyes; 

All that is most vast and dim, 

AIl that is most good and bad, 
Demon, sprite and cherubim, 
Spectral troops and angels glad; 
Things that stir not, yet are living, 
Up to the light for ever striving, 
Thoughts whose faces are averted, 
Guesses dwelling in the dark; 
Instincts not to be diverted 
From their ever-present mark— 
Such thy inner Life, O Man, 

Which no outward eye may scan, 
Wonderful, most wonderful, 

Terrible and beautiful! 

Speak not, argue not—but live! 
Reins to thy true nature give, 

And in each unconscious act 
Forth will shine the hidden fact. 
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Yet this smooth surface thou must break; 
Thou must give as well as take. 

Why this Silence long and deep ? 

Dost thou wake or dost thou sleep ? 

Up and speak—persuade and teach ! 

What so beautiful as Speech ? 

Sing us the old Song, 

Be our warbling bird; 

Thou hast sealed thy lips too long 
And the world must all go wrong, 

If it hath no spoken word. 

Out with it—thou hast it! 

We woutd feel it, taste it. 

Be our Delphic Oracle, 

Let the Memnon statue sing, 

Let the music rise and swell; 

We will enter the ring 
Where the silent ones dwell, 

And we will compel 
The Powers that we seek 
Through us to sing, through us to speak. 
And hark ! A pollo’s lyre! 

Young Mercury with words of fire! 
And Jove—the serene air, hath thundered, 
As when by old Prometheus, 

The lightning stolen for our use 
From out his sky was plundered! 

Man to his Soul draws near, 

And Silence now hath all to fear; 
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Her realm is invaded, 

Her tempìes degraded— 

For Eloquence like a strong and turbid river 
Is flovving through her cities. On for ever 
The mighty waves are dashing, and the sound 
Disturbs the Deities profound. 

God through man is speaking, 

And hearts and souls are waking. 

Each to each his visions tells, 

And all rings out like a chime of bells; 

The Word, the Word, thou hast it now! 

Silence befits the gods above, 

But Speech is the star on manhood’s brow, 
The sign of truth—the sign of love. 

Jan. 1842. 
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Where is he that loves the woods, 

At home in all green solitudes; 

He whom fashion, fame, or pelf 
Have not prisoned in himself, 

He who leaveth friend and book, 

Ànd findeth both beside a brook; 
Heareth wisdom musical 
In a low-toned waterfall, 

Or the pine grove’s breezy rush, 

Or the trilling of a thrush, 

Or, when nights are dark and still, 

In a plaintive whip-poor-will; 

Or when morning suns are bright, 
Seeth truths of quiet light 
In the landscape green and warm 
Of the sloping upland farm! 

Let him come and be my friend 
Till these summer months shall end. 

In this leafy sylvan scene, 

Where Nature loves no hue but green, 
Nor will let a sound be heard 
But of humble-bee or bird, 
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Or a tall and spreading tree 
Rustling still and lonesomely, 

Or afar the cattle’s bell, 

Tinkling in some hidden dell, 

We wili leave house, man, and street, 
For companionship more sweet: 

Children of the summer air, 

We will be as onee we were,— 

Two unconscious idle boys, 

And renew Arcadian joys; 

Stumbling in our hill-side walks 
O’er mushrooms and mullein staiks; 
Brushing with our feet away 
Spider-webs of silken gray, 

Gemmed with dew athwart the raeadows, 
That sleep in the long morning shadows; 
Roaming by some grassy stream, 

Where, as in some earlier dream, 
Well-known flowers all tall and rank 
Blossom on the marshy bank; 

Vines that creep, and spikes that nod, 
Golden-helmet, goìden-rod, 

Orchis, milk-weed, eider-bloom, 

Brake, sweet-fern and meadow-broom, 
Star-shaped mosses on the rocks, 

Golden butter-cups in flocks, 

Tossing as the breeze sweeps by 
To the blue deeps of the sky; 

All those scentless seedy flowers 
That chronicle the summer hours: 
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These shall be our company. 

The soliloquizing bee 
Hath no need of such as we: 

We will let him wander free: 

He must labour hotly yet, 

Ere the summer sun shall set. 

Grumbling little merchant man, 

Deft Utilitarian, 

Dunning all the idle flowers, 

Short to him must be the hours, 

As he steereth swiftly over 
Fields of warm sweet-scented clover. 

Leave him to his own delight, 

Little insect Benthamite: 

Idler like ourselves alone 
Shall we woo to be our crone. 

But for him whose cloudy looks 
Are bent on iaw or ledger-books, 

Prisoned among the heated bricks, 

The slave of trafiìc, toil and tricks; 

For him who worshippeth alone 
Beneath the drowsy preacher’s drone, 
Where creed and text like fetters cling 
Upon the spirit’s struggling wing; 

For him whom Fashion’s laws have tamed, 
Till the sweet heavens are nigh ashamed 
To lead him from his poisoned food 
Into their healthy solitude; 

Such as these we leave behind, 

Blind companions of the blind. 
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Little know they of the balm, 

And the beauty, wise and calm, 

Treasured up at Nature’s breast, 

For the sick heart that needeth rest. 

He who in childlike love hath quaffed 
Of her sweet mother-milk one draught, 

Hath drank immortal drops as bright 
As those which (tales of eld recite) 

Untasted feli one starry night 

From the fair bosom of heaven’s queen, 

Sprinkling the sky with milky sheen: 

From the world’s tasteless springs he turns; 

His soul with thirst diviner burns, 

And nursed upon the lap of Truth, 

Wins once again the gift of youth. 

Him we will seek, and none but him, 

Whose inward sense hath not grown dim; 
Whose soul is steeped in Nature’s tinct, 

And to the Universal linked; 

Who loves the beauteous Infinite 
With deep and ever new delight, 

And carrieth whcre’er he goes, 

The inborn sweetness of the rose, 

The perfume as of Paradise; 

The talisman above all price; 

The optic glass that wins from far 
The meaning of the utmost star; 

The key that opes the golden doors 

Where carth and hcaven have piled their stores ? 
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The magic ring—the enchanter’s wand,— 
The title-deed to Wonder-land; 

The wisdom that o’erlooketh sense, 

The clairvoyance of Innocence. 

These rich possessions if he own, 

He shall be ours, and he alone. 

July, 1842. 
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She has brought me flowers to deck my room, 
Of sweetest scent and brilliancy; 

She knew not that she was the while 
The fairest flower of all to me. 

Since her sofl eyes have looked on them, 

What tenderer beauties in them dwell! 

Since her fair hands have placed them there, 

O how much sweeter do they smell! 

Beside my inkstand and my books 
They bloom in perfume and in light: 

A voice amid my lonesomeness, 

A shining star amid my night. 

The storm beats down upon the roof, 

But in this room glide summer hours, 

Since she, the fairest flower of all, 

Has garlanded my heart with flowers. 
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There is no blessedness in life 
Apart from blessed Love; 

This sanctifies the dreary strife 
Which all who live must prove; 

It lifìs the burden from the soul, 

And puts the staff into the hand; 

The gloomy clouds behind us roll, 

And all before is dawn and fairy-land. 

And this we felt when side by side 
Beneath those garden trees 

We sat, when Spring was in her pride 
Of blossoms, birds and bees. 

A richer life we needed not, 

A time less bright we did not lèar, 

Than hallowed then that blessed spot, 

And made the past and future disappear. 

The murmuring bees about us swarming, 

The violets at our feet, 

Within our hearts were gently forming 
All dreams und visions swcct; 

The warm and scented air was snowing 
With scattered blossoins from the trees, 

And through the sky wc heard the flovving 
Of Naturc’s dear and new-born harmonies. 
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We cannot now as once we did, 

Gaze in each other’s eyes, 

For lonely absence doth forbid 
All save our longing sighs; 

But memories of such hours as these 
Come like some gently floating strain 
At midnight on a summer breeze, 

And make us near forget these hours of pain. 

O Love is Jìght when all is dark ! 

It goeth on before, 

A strong and still preservèd ark, 

Though tempests round us roar. 

O Love the spherèd world contains; 

All life within itself it hath; 

All else goes by, but Love remains, 

And waves a heaven-lit torch before our path. 
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Had I no memory of thee, 

My dreams would be like the weary sea, 
Where wave on wave goes journeying by, 
With no companion but the sky, 

And all is lone and shadowless, 

A waste and briny wilderness. 

But mid these billows of the mind, 

One fairy isle I often find, 

Where thou the bright Calypso art, 

The queen who rulest o’er my heart, 

The fair Titania by whose spells 
All flowers around me ring their bells. 

O when o’er the wide sea of dreams 
I see thy form like sunny beams, 

And hear the sweet tones of thy voice, 

The crested waves around rejoice, 

A morning breaks amid my night, 

And thou, the centre of the light, 

Guidest me on until I stand, 

Still dreaming, on thy spirit-land; 
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Then seem to wake, and yet half deem 
’Tis but a dream within a dream; 

And yet a joy so tangible, 

A music yet so audible, 

Reality not too refined, 

A vision just enough defined, 

That I could ever linger there, 

And breathe that dream-perfumèd air, 
And pass my years unshared, unseen, 
Save by my fairy-island queen. 
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Birds fly away over land and sea, 
Seeking their sunny home; 

The winds are wandering strong and free, 
Wherever they choose to roam. 

Light leaps down from the upper air 
Unto his loving flowers; 

Darkness comes to his shadowy lair 
In the deep tangled bowers. 

The rain comes when the fields athirst 
Look panting up to hcaven; 

The dew-drops in the soft air nursed 
Come to their buds at even. 

Spring comes to the patient earlh 
And melts away her snows; 

And summer with her songs of mirth 
Comes singing to the rose. 

But ah! thou dost not come to me, 

Like the wind, the dew and the sun, 

Nor can I wing my way to thee, 

My own, my blessed one! 

July, 1842. 
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2lutumn Star 0 . 

A few hours since, when Night had just begun 
To light her everlasting lamps above, 

In the far Northeast the fair Pleiades 
Hung like a cluster of ripe golden fruit 
Against the dim horizon wall; but now 
They have climbed upward far upon their course, 

And the whole heavens are changed from wiiat they were. 
What a rare jubilee of blessed lights! 

Above me spread the vineyards of the sky, 

Untrodden save by feet of cherubim; 

Wide fields of glittering immensity 
Blooming in beauty unapproachable; 

Clear, solemn beacon-fires by angels fed, 

To fright away bad spirits, and to guard 

The Universe from bliglit;—and stretching through 

Long galaxies of star-dust—the highways 

Of souls—a tangled wilderness of suns 

Crowded into perspective of a length 

That tires out the up-labouring wing of thought. 

There great Orion striding in his might, 

Fast girt with sparkling belt and scimetar, 

Facing the Bull’s red eye, Aldebaran ;— 

Boòtes with his dogs;—the Greater Bear 
Circling untired around the frozen North 
Lone Cassiopoeia sitting in her chair;— 
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Dewy Capella trembling all apart, 

And changing red and blue her liquid light;— 

Majest.ic Sirius, kingliest of all 

That rule the skies;—all these and millìons more 

O what a pomp and blazonry is out 

Over my head in the deep dome of God ! 

The uncounted eyes whose spiritual light 
Should hush the restless world into a prayer 
As pure and noiseless as the thoughts of God.— 
Ye blessed Stars ! how oft when feverish moods 
Born out of earthly fears and hopes were mine, 
Hath your meek shining soothed me into peace! 
So friendly-distant—corning every night, 

Yet still so inaccessible. 

Fit type ye are, ye blessed Stars, to me, 

Of Love and Reason ruling Will and Sense; 

Of that true Light which lighteneth every soul, 
And still abides with man, and guides his steps; 
A friendly, oft a too familiar ray, 

Yet born of God, and springing from a fount 
As far beyond your light as ye from earth. 

Nov. 1842. 
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O Spirit pure! though trite and faded forms 
Point like a cold clock-finger to thy Truth, 

And but a glimmer of thy radiance warms 

The symbols that should gleam with Nature’s youth: 

Though men of selfish codes may hide or darken 
That light of thine own Purity and Love, 

So that we scarce may still the world and hearken 
To thy sweet voice that droppeth from above: 

Though man be false and institutions vain, 

Not false or vain let thy high Presence be; 
Through icy custom and through man’s disdain. 
Shine on my heart and set my spirit free! 

Be still my nameless Hope, my secret Joy, 

That comes and comes again in hours of rest, 

My rock of strength, that passeih all annoy, 

My dove of heaven, that broodeth in my breast. 

Be all thou canst—be all I inly need! 

The world may weigh me down but not enslave; 
The burden shall roll off, and I be freed, 

If I hut trust the strength thy mercy gave. 


Marcb, 1843. 
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0onmts. 

I. 

INTUODUCTOHY. 

“ Scorn not the Sonnet thus hath sung the Bard 
Of holy Faith and calm Philosophy: 

And well the sage hath taught us to regard 
The lesson in his own dear Poesy. 

O might I but an humble follower be, 

And tune my own “ small lute” to sing my dreams 
Of Beauty and of Truth, Fd bear to see 
The critic frown upon these passing gleams, 

Since such has been the fate of those bright ones 
Who loudest, sweetest, swept the Poet’s lyre: 

And fain Pd stop and listen while those sons 
Of music pass. O from their cars of fire 
Might the seer’s mantle drop on one so low, 

It were a prophet’s gift—but never may be so. 


* See Wordsworth’s Sonnet commencing with these words. 
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II. 

INTHODUCTORY. 

(Continued.) 

I’ll love the Sonnet then for its own sake, 

And calmly hold my quiet course along. 

Like clouds and sky seen on some lonely lake, 

Far from the crowded world, my humble song, 

Although reflecting truth and loveliness, 

May be unknown, save to a cherished few; 

Yet shall I never love my pen the less, 

Nor cease to wreathe my little lyre anew 
With the wild wood-vine and the simple green 
Of Nature. Yes, the soul must sometimes speak, 

And though its numbers flow almost unseen, 

It hath within itself, nor harsh, nor weak, 

A harmony that will at times have vent, 

Though all untuned the while, the poor, dull instrument. 


1836. 
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III. 

TO MY SISTEKS. 

Sweet sisters, ye are far away, and night 
Has closed around us, dark and chill and damp, 
And sullen with dull clouds. Here by my lamp 
Alone I sit, and in its tapering light 
Feel a calm sympathy with common things 
Which in the sun-bright day I never found. 

A few small well-known books are scattered round, 
Silent companions of my wanderings; 

Silent and yet how eloquent! Alone 
I may not call myself while these are near; 

Still less, when thinking of my sisters dear, 

My fancy hears the sweet familiar tone 
Of merry voices, while amid your glee 
Ye check the laugh sometimes and talk of me. 


1836. 
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IV. 


TO MY FKJENDS. 

To all my absent friends, who scattered wide, 
Where’er, a pilgrim, I have chanced to stray, 

May sometimes in the silent eventide 
Cherish a Ihought of him who, far away, 

Thus weaves to-night his heart’s rude sonnet-lay, 

I send with memory thrilling with the past, 

My thoughts and wishes. It may be that they 
Deem me forgetful of the times when last 
I held communion with them. Let them not 
Think that the golden chain shall e’er grow dim; 

It may be that some new and distant spot 
Shall with the spells of home encircle liim ; 

Still I may think that should they ever see 

This offering, they will know how dear they are to me. 
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V. 


TO MY FUIENDS. 

(Continued.) 

Fve wandered in the world ; I’ve left tried friends 
With tearful eyes and swelling heart, behind; 

I’ve linlied my soul to others; Heaven sends 
This power in infinite kindness, thus to bind 
Anew the cord that has been once untwined: 

Thus are we made for love and sympathy. 

I’ve seen the Past grow faint and dusk, and pined 
For days that nevermore shall come to me. 

Yet have I never loved those friends the less 
Whom I have gathered in my later days; 

For in my hours of gloom and loneliness, 

All shine like clustering stars, with purest rays, 
Though some whom I have followed up the skies, 
May dearer be than those bright ones I saw not rise. 


1836. 
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VI. 


TO ETHELINDE. 

Fair one, half known in memory, half ideal, 

Who in my morning dream wert by my side 
Walking and close-communing—like a bride 
Leaning upon my arm:—ah, why not real, 

Beautiful vision, that white dream-like form, 

Those soft, dark eyes, those clustered tresses curling 
So tendril-like adown thy cheek! Lo, whirling 
In my chaotic fancy comes a storm, 

Unseen and silent, but enough to scare 

Thy bright form from my side, while ran my joy 

Fullest and deepest. What dost thou destroy, 

Relentless Day ! Waking I murmur “ Where, 

Where is bright Ethelinde ? Is it all o’er ?” 

Then close my eyes and try to dream of her once more. 


1836. 
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VII. 

TO THE MAGNOLIA GUANDIFLORA. 

Majestic flovver ! How purely beautiful 
Thou art, as rising from thy bower of green, 

Those darlc and glossy leaves so thick and full, 

Thou standest like a high-born forest-queen 
Among thy maidens clustering round so fair;— 

I love to watch thy sculptured form unfolding, 

And loolc into thy depths, to image there 
A fairy cavern; and while thus beholding, 

And while the breeze floats o’er thee, matchless flower, 
I breathe the perfume, delicate and strong, 

That comes like incense from thy petal-bower, 

My fancy roams those southern woods along, 

Beneath that glorious tree, where deep among 

The unsunned leaves thy large white flower-cups hung 


1836 . 
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VIII. 

BEAUTY. 

Men talk of Beauty—of the earth and sky, 

And the blue stillness of sweet inland waters, 

And search all language with a lover’s eye, 

For flowers of praise to deck earth’s glorious daughters. 
And it is well within the soul to cherish 
Such love for all things beautiful around. 

But there is Beauty that can never perish; 

A hidden path no “ vulture’s eye” # hath found. 

Vainly ye seek it who in Sense alone 
Wander amid the sweets the world hath given; 

As vainly ye who make the Mind the throne, 

While the Heart bends a slave, insulted, driven. 

Thou who wouldst know what Beauty this can be, 

Look on the sunlight of the Soul’s deep purity. 

* “ There is a path which no fowl knowelh, and which the vul* 
ture’s eye hath not seen.”—J ob xxviii. 7. 
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IX. 


FIRST TRUTHS. 

They come to me at night, but not in dreams, 

Those revelations of realities; 

Just at the turning moment ere mine eyes 
Are closed to sleep, they come—clear sudden gleams, 
Brimfull of truth like drops from heaven’s deep 
streams 

They glide into my soul. Entranced in prayer, 

I gaze upon the vision shining there, 

And bless the Father for these transient beams. 

The trite and faded forms of Truth then fall. 

I look into myself, and all alone 
Lie bared before the Eternal All-in-all; 

Or wandering forlh in spirit, on me thrown 
A magic robe of light, I roam away 
To the true vision-land, unseen by day. 


1837. 
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X. 

MEMOEY. 

O Memory, sweet sorceress of time, 

Strange saddener of hours brightest in our Past, 
Yet sweet in dreamy sadness—thou hast cast 
Thy magic chain around me. Now the chime 
Of faint departing voices wins my soul 
Back to the unseen altar where the heart 
Once poured its fullest worship; lightnings dart 
Electric,—yet no startling thunders roll, 

But only murmur distantly and sad. 

’Tis there thou dweli’st, unnamed but unforgot, 
O vision once so dear! a different lot 
Is thine, is mine, and we have truly had 
All that this life could portion us together, 

Parled at length by storms of wintry weather. 

1838. 


8 


106 


674 

SONNETS. 


XL 

SLEEP. 

Like the dark mirror of some mountain lake 
To woods and clouds, to stars and twilight flowers, 
Art thou, O Sleep, to these our waking hours! 

From all that passes in us when awake, 

Some strange reflection thou dost ever take; 

From all events and acts thy deeps have caught 
The dim inverted images of thought 
And feeling. But as winds will sometimes break 
The stillness of the water, every gleam 
Of beauty or of order is deranged, 

And all the fairy picture wildly changed— 

So the calm image of some happiest dream 
Turns dark and dim, and wilh proportion lost, 

Wayes, endless, shapeless, wild, even when loved the 
most. 
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XII. 

SLEEP. 

(Continued.) 

But come to me, O Sleep ! I love thy spell, 

Although thy waving mirror hath no power 
To stay the visions of the midnight hour, 

Or, like the certain shapes of day, compel 

The forms that haunt the shade of memory’s cell 

To stand before me. Come and bring thy dreams! 

I love to see the dim and wavering gleams, 

As journeying downward to thy mystic dell, 

I stand beside thy deep and shadowy lake; 

Still let me come and wander a* thy will, 

Through summer woods, by stream and sunny hill, 

So of the lonely darkness I may make 
A bright and peopled kingdom of my own, 

Though the dream flies, or darkens, leaving me alone! 
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XIII. 

THE ROSE. 

Dear flower of heaven and love! Thou glorious thing 
That lookest out these garden nooks among; 

Rose, that art ever fair and ever young! 

Was it some angel on invisible wing 
Hovered around thy fragrant sleep, to fling 
His glowing mantle of warm sunset hues 
O’er thy unfolding petals, wet with dews 
Such as the flower-fays to Titania bring 1 
O flower of thousand memories and dreams, 

That take the heart with faintness, while we gaze 
On the rich depths of thy inwoven maze; 

From the green banks of Eden’s blessed streams 
I dreamed thee brought, of brighter days to tell, 

Long passed, but promised yet with us to dwell. 

1838. 
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XIV. 

THE HONEYSUCKLE. 

Sweet household flower, whose clambering vines festoon 
The little porch before this cottage door, 

How dear to me when daylight’s toils are o’er, 

By the broad shining of the summer moon, 

To feel thy fragrance on the breath of June 
Afloat;—or when the rosy twilight falls, 

Ere the first night*bird to his fellow calls, 

Ere the first star is out, and the low tune 
Of Nature pauses, and the humming-birds 
Come wooing thee with swift and silent kisses, 

Ere wandering through the garden’s wildernesses— 
Emblem of that calm love that needs no words, 

Let me like thee, sweet, silent clinging vine, 

Clasp my own home awhile, ere stranger home be mine. 

1838. 
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XV. 

MORNING-. 

The earth was wandering in a troubled sleep, 

And as it wandered, dreaming tearful dreams; 

Then came the sun adown his orient steep, 

Making sweet morning with his golden beams; 

A parent, bending o’er his child he seems, 

Kissing its eyes, lips, cheeks, with warm embrace; 

So kisseth he the mountains, woods and streams, 

And all the dew-Iike tears from ofF its face. 

O joy ! That father’s smile is like no other— 

The child is folded in a parent’s arms, 

And looks up to the sky, its blue-eyed mother, 

And laughs, with light upon its waking charms. 

Ah, happy earth; what tender care hast thou ! 

There is no midnight cloud, or dream upon thee now. 
1838. 
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XVI. 

NIGHT. 

The star-wrought mantle of the dewy Night 
Is folded now all round and round thee, Earth: 

Safely to rest! this moon thy chamber-light, 

These winds thy waving curtains, and the birth 
Of white-winged mountain mists thy dreams shall be— 
Silently rising as thy slumbers fall. 

The Night is now too clear for thee to see 
The storm-clouds gather at the tempest’s call, 

And fright thee with their dream-scowl as thou sleepest. 
Rest thee, O mother Earth ! The heavens above 
Shine on thy sleep, will cheer thee if thou weepest, 

And sing thee their old morning song of love; 

They watch o’er thee, as thou when daylight c.omes, 
Dost watch from all thy hills, over thy children’s homes. 
1838. 
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fifontttte on Hluskal Instrnmcnts. 

I. 

THE VIOLIN. 

The versatile, discursive Violin, 

Light, tender, brilliant, passionate or calm, 

Sliding with careless nonchalance within 
His range of ready utterance, wins the palm 
Of victory o’er his fellows for his grace; 

Fine fiuent speaker, polished gentleman— 

Well may he be the leader in the race 
Of blending instruments—fighting in the van 
With conscious ease and fine chivalric speed; 

A very Bayard in the field of sound, 

Rallying his struggling followers in their need, 

And spurring them to keep their hard-earned ground. 
So the fifth Henry fought at Azincour, 

And led his followers to the breach once more. 
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II. 


THE VIOLONCELLO. 

Larger and more matured, deeper in thought 
Slower in speech and of a graver tone, 

His ardour softened as if years had wrought 
Wise moods upon him, living all alone, 

A calm and philosophic eremite; 

Yet at some feeling of remembered things, 

Or passion smothered, but not purgèd quite. 
Hark ! what a depth of sorrow in those strings ; 
See, what a storm growls in his angry breast! 
Yet list again—his voice no longer moans, 

The storm hath spent its rage and is at rest; 
Strong, self-possessed the Violoncello’s tones, 

But yet too oft like Hamlet seem to me 
A high soul struggling with its destiny. 
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III. 

THE OBOE. 

Now come with me beside the sedgy brook, 

Far in the fields, away from crowded street; 

Into the flowing water let us look, 

While o’er our heads the whispering elm-trees meet. 
There will we listen to a simple tale 
Of fireside pleasures and of shepherds’ loves. 

A reedy voice sweet as the nightingale, 

As tender as the cooing of the doves, 

Shall sing of Corydon and Amaryllis; 

The grasshopper shall chirp, the bee shall hum, 

The stream shall murmur to the waterlilies, 

And all the sounds of summer-noon shall come, 
And mingling in the Oboe’s pastoral tone, 

Make thee forget that man did ever sigh and moan. 


683 

SONNEfS. 


115 


IV. 


TUUMPETS AND TE03MB0NES. 

A band of martial riders next I hear, 

Whose sharp brass voices cut and rend the air. 
The shepherd’s tale is mute, and now the ear 
Is filled with a wilder clang than it can bear; 
Those arrowy trumpet notes so short and bright, 
The long-drawn wailing of that loud Trombone, 
Tell of the bloody and tumultuous fight, 

The march of victory and the dying groan; 

O’er the green fields the serried squadrons pour, 
KiIIing and burning like the bolts of heaven ; 

The sweetest flowers with cannon-smoke and gore 
Are all profaned, and Innocence is driven 
Forth from her cottages and woody streams, 
While over all, red Battle fiercely gleams. 
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V. 

THE HORNS. 

But who are these, far in the leafy wood, 

Murmuring such mellow, hesitating notes, 

It seems the very breath of solitude, 

Loading with dewy balm each breeze that floats ? 
They are a peasant group, I know them well, 

The diffident, conscious Horns, whose muffled speech 
But half expresses what their souls would tell, 

Aiming at strains their skill can never reach; 

An untaught rustic band ; and yet how sweet 
And soothing comes their music o’er the soul. 

Dear Poets of the forest, who would meet 
Your melodies save where wild w r aters roll? 
Reminding us of Him who by his plough 
Walked with a laurel-wreath upon his brow! 

1843. 
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PREFACE- 


It is with unfeigned reluctance that the author commito 
this production to the public. It was hastily prepared, on 
very brief notice, and written rather for delivery than for 
publication. Besides, a genuine Poem should spring up 
spontaneously in the subjective atmosphere of the writer’s 
mind, and not be extorted from him by the artificial forcìng- 
process of a public occasion. It is therefore only in com* 
pliance with the urgent request of friends in this vicinity, 
and the expectation of numerous others at a distance, that, 
after having more than once abandoned the thought, the 
author has at length determined on giving it publicity. 
Should the critic then deem his lines lacking in inspira* 
tion, he will appreciate the fact, that it is hard to play the 
orator and poet on the same stage. 
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The spell of Beauty is upon the hills, 

The fields, the forest, and the leaping rills, 

For Spring hath breathed upon us, and the hours 
Move to the dial of the budding flowers. 

Joy to ye, hills and fountains ! once again 
Ye have flung off the tyrant winter’s chain: 

Joy to ye, leaves and blossoms — ye are springing 
Fast to the melodies around you ringing : 

Joy, joy to all for whom the sunshine brings 

New life, new thought, midst tame and common things. 

How shall I paint thee, gentle May! how dare 
To speak in feeble verse thy glories rare ? 

The soul that truly would commune with thee, 

Like thee forever bom again must be. 

Yet if we may not praise with lips profane 
Thy uew created beauty, yet O deign 
To lift our spirits and to purify, 

That we may feel thy influences nigh. 

Hail then, most genial season—blessed May! 

Joy be with all who feel thy smile this day: 
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Hail to yon cedar hills, to crag and tree ! 

Hail to yon meado'ws, and yon sparkling sea ! 

Who needs that borrowed dress, historic truth, 

To gild with more romance your May-born youth ? 
Who, with these skies so blue and fielda so green, 
Would disenchant the life of all the scene, 

And with quaint memories of things that were 
Add a remoter charm to what is now so fair ? # 

Yet we cannot forget, the while we gaze 
On what this morn hath gilded with its rays, 

Though all is new, and even the verdant soil 
Seems made to day, not crowned with ancient toil, 
That four times fifty years have passed away, 

Since, in the sunlight of another May, 

The hardy settler gave this spot a name 
Culled from the English home from which he came.f 
We scarce can feel the years that time hath told, 
While leaves and flowers their breathing life unfold. 
Yet so it is, with all we see and know : 

The shadow of the Past, where’er we go, 


*-“a love 

That had no need of a remoter charm 
By thought supplied, or any interest 

Unborrowed from the eye.” 

Wòrdswobth’s Tiniem Abbey. 

f Braintree was the original name of the settlement. The 
cownship was afterwards divided into Braintree, Randolph, and 
Quincy. 
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Spreads over all its strange and dreamy hue . 

Nought but the Soul, which feels it all, is new. 

Time calls to us to-day. He bids us look 
O’er the dim leaves of that recorded book 
Which mortals call the Past. The days of old 
Come thronging on us fast, as we unfold 
The mystic pages — while unseen flit o’er us 
Those venerable forms who went before us. 
Perchance e’en now their consecrated shades 
Àre gazing through the silence that pervades 
This festive hour: they come with smiles sereue, 
Beaming like holy mooulight o’er the scene : — 

They come, with high and peaceful brows all bright, 
Aud crowned with wreaths of amaranthine light: 
They have no sorrows now : they ’ve won at last 
A home whose peace no shadow can o’ercast, 

Where far beyond the cold wavc, and the tomb, 
They dwell in bowers of eternal bloom. 

We tread on hallowed soil. Where now we stand, 

Two hundred years ago, a feeble band 

Safe from the tyrant’s ohains, the ocean’s foam, 

Came to these shores to find another home: 

A home — not such as that they left behind — 

A home — not such as we their children find. 

Like the old patriarch of the Orient 

They roamed, unknowing whither ’t was they went. 
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JNo smiling fields with walls and elm trees lined, 

No harvests waving in the summer wind, 

No smiling cottages -— no tall white spires 
Sprang to the gaze of those old Pilgrim sires. 

Wild and unbroken in their long repose 
Forests and rocks in endless prospect rose : 

All grim and silent slept cach granite hill, 

Where now the clanking chisel and the drili 
Loosen and shape to symmetry the block, 

Hewn from the heart of the deep-bedded rock. 

Around them dashed the waves ; — the moaning breeze 
Swept the untrodden depths of the forest trees; 

Then rang the woodman’s axe with steady stroke, 

Till crashing fell the tall centennial oak: 

Or leaping out with yell and arrow-twang, 

The ambushed savage sudden on them sprang, 

Till frightened by the startling musket’s crack, 

He vanished to his wildernesses back: — 

Few sounds, few sights but these,—where now the bell 
Rings out its Sabbath chime o’er hill and dell, 

And Art hath nestled upon Nature’s breast, 

Like the young infant in its evening rest. 

Hard was their lot. What boots it now to tell 
The stern and various trials wliich befell ? 

They trod no flowery walks to wealth and fame, 

They toiled, endured, and died — with scarce a name. 
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Famine and cold and sickness and distress, 

A ruthless foe, peril and nakedness; — 

Such was their life —and o’er their frozen graves 
Swept the wild winter snow, or beat the surging waves ! 

A stalwart band they were —those settlers grave: — 
’T was not for power and wealth they crossed the wave; 
’T was not to hide like wood-flowers in the shade, 

That they amid these forests toiled and prayed. 

They were stanch hands that tilled that rocky sod, 
Bold, iron hearts that feared no power but God; 

A bzmd of daring, much-enduring men, 

Awed by no warrior’s sword, or statesman’s pen ; 

Bold and resistless as the billows’ dasb, 

But firm and patient as the shore they lash. 

No mines of gold, no power, no office fat, 

No boyish sighings for a general’s hat, 

No vision of wild lands and mushroom wealth, 

No whims dyspeptic about air and health, 

No Eldorado shining o’er the seas- 

Tempted their barks to steer for shores like these. 

It seems reserved for our enlightened days, 

To see the folly of our fathers’ ways ; 

Those tedious modes of settling we ’ve outran, 

We modern pilgrims know a simpler plan. 

We emigrate to wildernesses dreary, 

For what ? Because of staying still we ’re weary ; 
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Or sojourn in some land of milk and honey, 

With tliis one noble purpose — to make money. 

We go to speculate — not till the sod; 

We go to worship Mammon and not God. 

Some of us migrate, lest the law should vex us, 
And go by night — to Iowa or Texas ; 

W’hile some, with silent scorn for jails and halters, 
March proudly off, before they ’re found defaulters. 
I ’ve seen all sorts of pilgrims in the west, 

The oddest, wildest, laziest, and the best; 

From those who go to raise the wind, or work, 

To those who roam with Bowie knife and dirk : 
Thus none can prophesy the coming weather — 
For wheat and tares seem growing there together. 

Not so those Pilgrims of the olden time ; 

No lust of sudden wealth — no haunting crìme 
Pursued them from their home ; they came to seek 
A safe asylum, where to think and speak 
The deep convictions of their minds was deemed 
No sin — and where a purer spirit streamed 
Brightening the souls of men, than they had found 
In the corrupted courts on English ground. 

Dishonored be the attempt, * in later days, 

To rob the Piìgrim of that well-earned praise> 


* The New York Review (of Jan. 1840,1 think,) contains an article 
on tlie Politics of the Pilgrims, the leading idea in which is, that tlie 
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He bought from those before us, and to trace 
The genius that inspired hiru to a base 
And grasping thirst for power. O tell it not, 

When speaking of the sternness of their lot 
In fulure times, that our forefathers sought 
These cold, inhospitable coasts for aught 
But Truth and Freedom ! What if they abused 
At times this sacred treasure, nor refused 
To look on ditference of faith as crime ? 

’T was but the general error of the time; 

Few saw above it — few had reached the creed, 

That all good men are Christ’s, in truth and deed. 

’T was no ambitious spirit that inspired 
Those ocean-drifted exiles ; — they desired 
No other ends than to possess in peace 
A quiet home, just laws, and a release 
From the oppressions of their mother-clime. 

They knew no meaner hope. A faith sublime 
In the deep might of Truth — a patient trust 
In God, though he should bow them to the dust, 

And above all, the thought that they were free, — 

Such was the spirit strong which winged them o 5 er the 
sea. 

And meet it is that we their sons should bring 
Unto our thoughts to day that budding spring, 


sole end of the Puritan emigration and settlement in this country was 
to gain political power , and not to enjoy religious liberty. 
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When the first woodman’s axe resounded wide 
Upon yon hill down by the water’s side. — # 

Wild was the scene — unknown the lonely spot, 
Where first they reared the rude and humble cot. 
Behind them sparkling in the morning, ìay, 

Blue as the sky, yon calmly heaving bay, 

On whose broad breast yon capes and isles were seen, 
Just tinted with the hue of earliest green. 

No freighted ships with swift and snowy wings 
Drifted across that solitude of things. 

Only at times across the water blue 
Darted the Indian in his bark canoe, 

Or on the pebbled beach with stealthy tread 
Glared on the white man as his labor sped. 

Before them rose the forest wild — the pines, 

The oaks, the cedars hung with trailing vines. 

They crushed with heedless step the pale wood-flowers, 
Wìth toil and fast they marked the lonely hours, 

They watched the savage foe — they felled their trees, 
And sang their rude chant in the evening breeze j 
Then kindled they their watchfires, while the howl 
Of the wild wolf, the shrieking of the owl 
Rang on their broken slumbers, tiìl the day 
Called them again to labor and to pray. 

Methinks I hear them in the shadows dim 
Singing amid the woods their twilight hymn; — 


* Mount Wollaston, where the first settlement was made in the 
year 1625. 
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The words seem borne away from that old time, 
And weave themselves amid my humble rhyme. 


HTMN OF THE PILGRIMS. 

1 

Hear us, almighty Father! 

No liglit but thy great eye above us shines! 

Darker and darker gather 

The shades of twilight through the moaning pines — 

Hear while we pray! 


2 . 

Hear us, thou great Jehovah! 

When, wandering through the tangled wildemess, 
Cloud after cloud goes over, 

Forsake us not in our loneliness ! 

Shield us to-night! 

3 . 

Guard us from every danger, 

Thou, who hast ever been our sun and shield, 
When trials deeper and stranger 
Swept o’er us, as the wind sweeps o’er the field! 

O guard us still! 


4 . 

From the wild foeman’s arrow — 

From the dread pestilence that waiks unseen — 
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From sickness and from sorrow, 

And more than all, from hearts and lips unclean, 

Save us, O God! 

5 . 

And unto thee, great Spirit, 

All that we are and have would we commit; — 
Not for thy children’s merit, 

But through thy own free grace, so clearly writ, 

Keep us, we pray ! 


And did not He who watched above them hear ? 
And felt they not that He was ever near ? 

They were not all alone — for God was there. 

And whispered peace amid their fervent prayer. — 
He who dwells not in temples made with hands, 
But in the heart that yields to His commands, 
Shone round about them — and the Spirit’s ray 
Turned all their darkest midnights into day. 

Yet soon a different scene is painted there ; —■ 
Hark! those are not the sounds of work and prayer 
What! are the Pilgrims dancing ! can it be 
That the stern Puritans make all this glee! 

Are these who trowl the merry catch the same 
Forlom and pious-visaged men, who came 
Seeking a resting place — a shrine for prayer! 
Hark, how their noise ascends the evening air ! 
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See how the trees are hung with blazing lights! 
Is this the way they pass their days and nights ! 
List to the song of Morton’s jovial crew,* 
While with light feet they dance away the dew. 


SONG OF THE REVELLERS. 

1 . 

On with your dances free ! 
Raise, raise the merry glee, 
Drain the full cup to me, 

Turn night to day ! 
Who cares for rigid laws ? 

Who minds the parson’s saws ? 
Who heeds the bailiflPs claws ? 
Let us be gay ! 


2 . 

Ring out the festive strain ! 
Hence with all care and pain, 
Pledge me the bowl again, 
Fill, brothers, fill! 


* For an account of Thoinas ìforton, and the revelries of Merry- 
Mount (now Mount Wollaston in the town of Quincy), see Whitney’s 
History of Quincy—and the authorities he consults. Nathaniel 
Hawthorne’s beautiful Legend of Merry-Mount, in his Twice told 
Tale, will be recalled to many minds. 
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Come on my gallants brave L 
Trowl me the merry stave! 

Look not so sad and grave! 

We ’ll have our wilL 

3 . 

Down with your church and creed! 
Ours is the faith indeed — 

Ours is the life to lead — 

Live while you may! 

Tread we a measure then, 

Fill the round bowl again, 

We are true Englishmen 
Gallant and gay! 

4 . 

Fear not the church’s ban, 

Fear not the Puritan — 

Fear not the ‘ salvage man/ 

Let us be brave ! 

Then by some sparkling fount. 
When we our joys recount, 

We ’ll talk of Merry-Mount 
By the blue wave ! 


Well might such sounds move the stern Pilgrim band 
To sweep these gilded drones from out their land ; 
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III could their rigid faith endture to see 
This idle life — this midnight revelry. 

An odd disorganizer was the man, 

Who led to scenes like these this sober clan — 

He looked on men as boys just out of school — 

The u law — their schoolmaster,” he called a fool: 
His mode of schooling did not seem to suit — 

Indians he taught, not “ young ideas,” to shoot,* 

AU things, in fine, seemed going fast to ruin, 

Until their neighbors saw the evil brewing — 

They caught the sheepskinned wolf who caused these 
pranks, 

And sent him back to England —and gave thanks. 

So when they ’d stilled the bacchanalian roar, 

Mount Wollaston was Merry-Mount no more, 

And other settlers came of graver frame, 

Until the spot and town received a name. 

But ’t is not mine to trace along its course 
The stream of history from its early source. 

I need not chronicle the immortal names, 

The noble deeds and yet more noble aims, 

Which shed the lustre of their deathless glory 
Not o’er this spot alone — but through the story, 


# Morton seems to have been one of the first of the settlers, who 
sup|)lied the Indians witli firearms, and instructed them in the Chris- 
tian art of sliooting men. 

3 
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Which proud America records, and which will shine 
Long as our rocks are wet by ocean’s brine. 

But while our thoughts are gathering brilliant dreams 
From the dim Past and its exhaustless themes, 

Let us look round us and before, to see 
What we now are — and w’nat we yet must be. 

Our fathers left to us this legacy — 

And wrote it with their blood — all men arefree. 

AII men are free. — They heard these words resound, 
Long ere their footsteps trod this hallowed ground: 
They heard it like the voice of God within, 

When priests and tyrants threatened, and the din 
Of persecution roared : — they heard it wheu 
They lay like Daniel in the British Lion’s den. 

They heard it in the everlasting roar 

Of the wild sea that drove them to this shore; 

They heard it in the thunder and the wind, 

And in the voices deep and undefined, 

Which spoke within their hearts, like visions bright, 
Calling them to obey the inner light. 

This was their gospel writ on flower and star, 

This was their creed in peace, their strength in war. 

It was the beacon-light to guide thera on 
To truths, which after times have seen and won. 

It was their cherished faith — their joy — their pride 
With this they lived and toiled — for this they died. 
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And where is he who thinks that he can crush 
The God-lit fire of the blazing bush 1 
And with a little shaking of the head 
To put the world like a cross child to bed ; —- 
To trample out like sparks the waking mind, 

And quench its aspirations unconfined ; — 

Who seeks by chains, or frowns, or ridicule 
To send back full-grown truth to an infant school ; 
When God says to the times — “ Let there be Lightt ** 
Where skulks the man who prays it may be night ? 

Let him appear — this dweller with the dead! 

No—let him bury his diminished head, 

Live with the bats, or burrow with the moles, 

Nor taint the air which breathes on freeborn souls! 

Yain hope ! to hide tlie coming of a truth, 

And kindie worn-out dogmas into youth. 

Go quench the stars ! —go stop the rivers’ flow ! 

Say to the sea, “ thus far, no farther go! ** 

Or on some height, when day begins to break, 

A brimstone match, a pile of faggots take, 

And ere the Daystar in the east hath shone, 

Make thee a little fire of thine own — 

Fall down and worship it — then turn and say 
To the great Sun — “ Sun, I command thee, stay 
Go back, thou morning, lest thy coming bright, 

Should mar this fire, the true and only light! ” 
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Shame be to him — the narrow-mmded raan 
Who lets his soul to a base bigot clan ; 

Who, be he politician, priest, or pope, 

Sneers at Humanity’s undying hope ; 

Sets traps to kill all thoughts of untried wing, 

As some base sportsmen kill young birds in Spring; 
Who sees no truth or good but in the past, 

And trembles lest the world move on too fast — 
And all who differ from himself miscalls 
As mystics, infidels, or radicals. 

If such in our free land and age there be, 

No friend of truth and liberty is he : 

He comes an age too late : let him go back, 

Dwell with the monks, and ply the stake and rack. 

No, let us guard the birthright of our sires. 

Q.uench not the living spirit which aspires 
After perfection; — let our fathers’ tòmbs 
Be the rich soil on which our Progress blooms. 

He that is free must grow. That which we have 
Is but a mote compared to what we crave. 

Forever onward must the spirit soar, 

And fold its shining pinions never more ! 

With a firm faith in freedom, goodness, truth, 

And in the soul’s undying power and youth, 
Discarding bigotry and foolish pride, 

Receiving fresh ideas from every side. 
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Unchained in charity — severe in thought, 

And living in the truth our souls have caught, 

Let us pursue the path our fathers marked, 

And finish the great course on which their souls eno- 
barked. 

For there are times when the awakening mind, 

Rapt in itself with visions undefined, 

Longing for light, and yet unreconciled 
To the old creed its earlier years beguiled, 

Looks with unsated eye into the past, 

While dreams of surer truths come thronging fast ; 

And mounted on the knowledge it hath won — 

Yet, like the Grecian conqueror, sighs to run 
Another race, and gain another world — 

Or like the Genoese, with sails unfurled, 

Seeks o’er the boundless ocean of its thought 
A land of truth scarce known, though often sought. 

Then Persecution reigns — then frowns and sneers, 

All bitter sarcasms, and all merry jeers, 

The withering reproach — the slander vile — 

The hot anathema — the icy smile — 

The jail, the axe, the rack, the poison bowl, 

Death for the body — curses for the soul; 

These are thy playthings — these thy livery, 

Thy noble badge — spirit of Bigotry ! 

Thou spectre hag! who, in the holy name 
Of truth and dear Religion, hast with fiame 
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And madness fired the world ! Dread Sorceress, 

Who turnest Eden to a wilderness! 

Thou who dost choke the fountains with the blood 
Of saints and sages — blackening Truth and Good 
With the eclipse of Hell! — that strikest down 
With thy envenomed breath and withering frown 
All white-winged aspirations, and uprearest 
Instead of them dire dreams which thou e’en fearest; 

O dread unhallowed Spirit! would that we, 

In this green land, might be unscathed by thee ! 

Would that the blighting shadow of thy wings 
Might ne’er have touched the soil where Freedom 
springs. 

AJas — thy fiery cup was poured o’er all, 

And the wide world hath been thy powerless thrall! 

Yet may we hope that the enchanter’s rod 
Hath lightly touched the land the Pilgrim trod — 

Here where no tyrant yet hath set his foot, 

No Upas tree of vice yet struck its root, 

Where o’er each ship that wings yon deep blue sea 
Wave the proud stars and stripes of Liberty ; — 

Where from the meanest drudge that scours the street 
Up to the ruler on his velvet seat, 

One vòice, one common hope inspires each breast, 

Here may thy feet, O exiled Freedom, rest. 

Light must still come. ’T is but our dawning hour — 
The drowsy soul must feel its godlike power. 
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O not in morning dreams of wealth and fame, 

Must thou, America, pollute thy name, 

And while the daybreak gleams around thee, steep 
Thy freeborn youth in enervating sleep. 

’T was not for this our venerated sires 
Tilled the bleak wilds, and marched through battle firer 
When war’s wild night with whirlwind fury roared, 
When those brave hearts their blood so freely poured, 

It was not that their children then unborn 
Should doze away in dreams this peaceful morn. 

But by their cruel stripes while we are heaied, 

Let us receive the light from them concealed ; 

Shame on us, if we think the task is wrought, 

And the goal won, which they so fondly sought. 

The scholar, priest, and statesman still must see 
More truth and freedom for the true and free. 

Truth that outlives all visionary dreams, •— 

Freedom which is — and not which only seems — 

4nd both illumined by the Light above, 

And sanctified by the great law of Love ; 

When man meets man no more with tyrant’s rod, 

The brother of his race — the child of God. 

And ye, bright spirits of Columbia’s sires, 

Ere like Elijah, rapt in heavenward fires, 

Ye have quite vanished from your children’s gaze, 
Borne on bright chariots through “ the sapphire blaze,” 
Drop your inspired mantles ere ye go, 

Upon your sons who linger still below ! 
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’T is not enough to track the star-paved road, 

Which bears ye upward to your blest abode. 

We need, alas! the wisdom and the might 

Which touched your prophet-souls with heavenly light 

Not for the flashing sword and rolling drum, 

Not for the withering spell, when kings sat dumb 
Before your trumpet-blast and thunder-stroke, 

Do we your presence and your power invoke ; 

But for the milder spirit which impelled 
To labors still severer, and upheld 
Patriot and sage to do and suffer all, 

Rather than live a priest’s or despot’s thrall; — 

For the great liope which gleamed on ye afar, 

In patient thought, as in the storm of war — 

For truth, for holiness, for liberty — 

These are the gifts for which we turn to ye! 

Thus while we view with undiverted eyes 
The vistas of the past and future rise, 

O deep but trembling are our hopes of thee, 

America, thou clime of Liberty! 

We fondly ask—while o’er thy rich expanse 
The crowds move on, “ shall truth with them ad 
vance ? 

While wealth increases, shall the mind increase ? 

Shall war be banished by the smile of peace ? 

Shall man be false to man ? shall love of gain 
Fix in thy soul its desolating reign ? 
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Shall Slavery still curse, intemperance kill, 

Yice rove unpunished, passions have their will? 

Shall truth be fettered, and her pleadings spurneà. 

And sweet Religion to a lie be turned ? ” 

Soul of my Country ! if thou art not hid 
From thine own eyes, arouse thee and forbid 
A prophecy so dark! Wake in thy might, 

And o’er thy youthful beauty wear the bright 
And spotless robe of holiness divine, 

That the whole world may see no brighter land than 
thine! 

Here may the Faith, which other tìmes denied, 

For which lone sages toiled and martyrs died, 

Be sought and valued as the purest gem, 

That sparkles on thy ample diadem. 

Here may the Hope, so long but feebly clierished 
In other lands, till it hath well nigh perished, 

Light up the heart of man with strength divine, 

Until another golden age shall shine. 

Here may that Charity that never faileth, — 

That love of man which over all prevaileth, 

Be to each soul the fixed and central sun, — 

The smile of God, the boon denied to none — 

The eye of heaven, the sweet expanding light, 

The cloud by day, the shaft of fire by night! 
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0 then, my Country, when thy tribes shall fill 
Each flowery valley and each wild green hill, 

When wealth hath purchased wisdora — when thy soil 
Lies all in bloom beneath the hand of toil, — 

When the bright chain of love, that God hath given, 
Extends from heart to heart, and thence to Heaven*—- 
And all that souls prophetic dream of thee 
Is ripening in the smile of Liberty — 

0 then, America, thy name shall shine 
Written in glory by a hand divine ; 

No blight upon thy beauty, not a shade 
To dim the robes in which thou art arrayed; 

For He, who guided thee through storm and night, 
Shall be to thee an Everlasting Light. 

# See one of Miss Sedgwick’s tales, in her Love-Token fof 
Children. 
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